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Director’s  Note 

Reading  through  the  works  of  my  community  members  brings 

me  in  touch  with  individual  concerns  and  amusements.  The  work- 
load that  The  Prairie  Light  Review's  staff  handles  is,  without  ques- 
tion, overwhelming.  But,  no  matter  how  pressing  the  deadline  feels, 
the  words  and  colors  shared  by  writers  and  artists  never  fail  to 
reward. 

Thank  you,  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  for  these  many  hon- 
est and  deeply-felt  works.  These  voices  come  from  the  people 
around  us,  who  share  the  experience  of  our  community.  Take  com- 
fort in  knowing  that  these  works  come  from  our  neighborhood  In  a 
Land  Nearby. 

The  staff  of  this  magazine  must  be  the  most  thoughtful  PLR 
group  that  I’ve  seen.  Thank  you  to  the  group  for  your  fierce  opin- 
ions. Thank  you  to  Ryan  Brandys  for  your  partnership.  Thanks  to 
Gil  Oliverez  and  Sara  Langham  for  helping  me  on  my  way.  And  a 
big  thank  you  to  both  Tammie  Bob  and  Elizabeth  Whiteacre  for 
helping  me  learn  what  it  is  to  be  a leader. 

We  share  this  magazine  with  our  community--enjoy ! 

Editor’s  Note 

Congratulations  to  all  the  submitters  this  time  around  - for  con- 
tributing to  the  largest  submission  volume  in  our  history!  PLR  is  growing 
in  readership  and  popularity,  and  today  we  are  a staple  of  the  creative 
community  surrounding  COD. 

Hidden  in  the  subtexts  of  these  poems,  paintings,  photos  and  sto- 
ries - is  truth.  This  magazine  exemplifies  the  way  people  truly  think  and 
feel.  This  is  today;  this  is  reality,  direct  from  community  members  to  you, 
for  no  charge.  No  spin  doctors,  no  censorship,  no  advertisements,  and  no 
hidden  agenda.  PLR  represents  a rare  purity  of  artistic  media  and  I feel 
uniquely  honored  to  help  produce  this  publication. 

I want  to  thank  Sarah  Lensink  for  her  leadership  and  integrity; 
Tammie  Bob  for  keeping  me  grounded  and  focused,  Dave  McGrath  for 
adapting  an  English  curriculum  to  my  learning  style  and  Mike  and  Melissa 
Eoerstel  for  representing  the  concerns  of  the  student  body.  I also  appreci- 
ate Stu,  Carol,  Mike  and  the  rest  of  the  PLR  staff  for  their  invaluable 
assistance. 

Thank  You 

We  gratefully  acknowledge  Meri  Phillips  and  Student  activities,  Dr. 
Wendolyn  Tetlow,  Jan  Geesaman,  and  Dr.  Sheryl  Mylan  of  the  Liberal  Arts 
Division,  Dr.  Chris  Picard,  Vice  President  of  Academic  Affairs,  and  Joyce  Abel 
of  the  Continuing  Education  Division  for  their  financial  support,  guidance, 
and  enthusiasm  for  this  project. 

-The  Director,  Editors  and  Staff 
Prairie  Light  Review  Spring  2005 
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Thank  you  to  David  Mayhew  and  Ben  Chernivsky  for  photo- 
graphing the  artwork  and  Rich  Malec  for  making  that  happen. 

Faculty  Advisors 

Tammie  Bob 
Elizabeth  Whiteacre 


SubmissionPolicy 

The  Prairie  Light  Review  welcomes  original  short  fic- 
tion, poetry,  essays,  photographs,  and  various  2-D  and  3-D 
artwork  from  students,  faculty,  staff  and  the  District  502 
community. 

All  submissions  must  adhere  to  the  guidelines  and  be 
accompanied  by  a letter  of  authenticity;  they  are  reviewed 
anonymously  by  the  editorial  board.  Address  such  submis- 
sions and  correspondence  to:  The  Prairie  Light  Review, 
SRC  1558  College  of  DuPage  425  Fawell  Blvd.  Glen  Ellyn, 
IL  60137 


Writers  and  visual  artists  of  all  types  are  invited  to  join  our  editorial  staff. 
The  Prairie  Light  Review  is  developed  during  a one  credit-hour  class  which 
meets  every  Wednesday  from  Noon-2pm.  A word  of  caution:  once  you 
join  our  staff  you  might  never  want  to  leave. 
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"Senior"  Undergrad 

By  John  J.  Gordon 


On  a near  Autumn  morn 

The  reality  hit  me, 

This  was  the  day 

I would  start  COD. 

And  what  of  my  marriage 

I admit  with  some  glee, 

Could  it  survive  young  sex  pots 

Hurling  their  bodies  at  me? 

Memories  flooded  my  brain 

Sure,  I'd  schooled  before, 

But  with  folks  of  my  age 

What  would  now  be  in  store? 

Nor  could  grades  be  discounted 

I reasoned  aloud, 

How  would  I stack  up 

Against  a competitive  crowd? 

I'd  observed  undergraduates 

These  past  several  years, 

But  now  that  I'd  be  one 

Rekindled  old  fears. 

I recalled  my  past  efforts 

Developing  the  tools 

For  gaining  acceptance 

To  top  graduate  schools. 

The  dress  code  for  instance 

Was  a cause  for  alarm, 

Would  I need  body  piercings 

Or  tattoos  on  my  arm? 

Oh,  this  would  be  tough 

Causing  my  stomach  to  ache, 
But  soon  other  students 

Would  be  left  in  my  wake. 

And  knowing  that  students 

Wore  clothes  rather  baggy 

Concerned  me  no  end 

For  I'm  already  saggy. 

Finally  entering  the  classroom 

All  primed  to  engage, 
Amazingly  no  one 

Made  an  issue  of  my  age. 

Social  customs  these  days 

Have  changed  quite  a lot, 

Would  I now  be  expected 

To  join  in  and  smoke  pot? 

During  subsequent  weeks 

As  I heard  other's  work, 

This  'teacher  less'  class 

Proved  a positive  quirk. 

And  could  I make  friends 

Where  controlled  substances  abound, 
When  blood  pressure  and  arthritis 

Are  the  drugs  I have  found? 

So  enough  time  has  passed 

I can  say,  "What  the  hell." 

I'm  enjoying  myself 

Re-living  'show  and  tell.' 
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Toothless 

By  Sarah  Horn 


The  rain  continuously  thrashing  on  the  windows, 
sky  dark  as  onyx,  and  we're  trapped  in  school. 

All  the  kids,  clad  in  their  jeans  and  t-shirts,  stuffy-noses, 
gather  round  in  groups  to  make  the  best  of  the  tattered, 
ratty  old  board  games  and  the  missing  checkers  pieces 
teachers  collect  over  the  years. 

A group  of  three  plays  chutes  and  ladders. 

I sit  watching,  wandering  away  from  the  game  to  something 
Pestering  my  mind,  beating  at  me  like  a drum. 

I poke  and  prod  it  with  my  thumb  and  it  wiggles  like  a barn 
door  on  loose  hinges. 

The  taste  of  salt  appears  in  my  mouth,  the  tiny  drops 
just  a tease. 

I push  it  more,  and  the  pressure  gets  greater,  waiting  for 
that  instant  snap  when  the  dam  of  the  red  river  breaks  and 
the  great  salty  taste  comes  surging  in  my  mouth, 
overwhelming  my  senses. 

I don't  recollect  pain,  only  pride,  pride  that  I had 
Defeated  myself,  I was  a conqueror, 
like  Cortes  over  the  Aztecs. 

I was  the  victor,  I had  won  the  battle.  As  proof  of  victory, 

I raised  my  gleaming  white  trophy. 


Happi- 

By  Tori  Telfer 

happiness  is 

running  down  a narrow  hallway  crookedly 
bouncing  off  the  walls 

(and  when  you  fling  your  head  over  your  shoulder  you  see  your  footprints 

evaporating  quickly  like  rainbow  dust) 
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Up  to  the  Moon  and  Past  the  Stars 


by  Matt  Court 

I walk  into  the  room 
she  doesn't  know  who  I am 
can't  remember  who  I am 
I'm  just  the  strapping  young  boy 
that  visited  her  yesterday 
maybe  it  was  the  day  before 
maybe  it  was  the  week  before 
maybe  it  was 

1941  when  she  met  my  grandfather 
which  is  the  part  I'll  be  playing  today 
she'd  be  17 
he'd  be  18 

conveniently  how  old  I am  now 

the  man  I really  am 
no  longer  exists  to  her 
because  to  her 

"Matt"  is  still  a four  year  old  boy 

who  comes  to  the  farm  when  he's  sick 

and  his  mom  has  to  work, 

the  little  boy  who  she  makes 

fried  egg  sandwiches  for 

and  teaches  how  to  play  Yahtzee 

the  one  who 

always  looked  up  to  his  grandpa  "George 

come  sit  beside  me." 

the  words  hung  in  the  air 

like  the  angels  over  her  bed 

"Grandma,  it's  me  Matt 

your  grandson." 

but  judging  by  the  puzzled  look 

and  her  longing  eyes 

I knew  I couldn't  get  out  of  this 

I make  the  63  year  leap 

over  to  my  dying  grandmother 

"George,  they  say 

I'm  going  to  die  next  month." 

I want  to  evaporate 


I can't  deal  with  this 

I can't  be  my  grandfather  for  her 

but  I know 

from  the  quiet  sobs 

and  the  fear  running  down  her  face 

that  she  needs  me  to  be 

"It'll  all  be  fine  Bev, 

I'm  here  now." 

I can  taste  the  hope  that  fills  the  room 

but  also  the  sad  truth  that  fills  her  eyes 

I lean  down  and 

I hug  my  grandmother 

"I  wanted  you  here  for  this  George." 

my  eyes  burnt  with  tears 

"I  wanted  to  tell  you 

how  much  the  time  we  had 

meant  to  me" 

I knew 

"up  to  the  moon  and  past  the  stars" 

were  my  grandmother's  last  words 

that's  how  much  they  said 

they  loved  one  another, 

up  to  the  moon  and  past  the  stars 

I know  these  words  were  her  last 

because  those  were  the  ones 

she  whispered  into  my  ear 

so  loud  that  my  grandpa 

who  had  been  dead  for  six  years 

could  hear  them 

and  for  that  moment 

I was  no  longer  eighteen 

or  worried  about  school 

or  fed  up  with  my  parents 

because  I was  too  busy 

being  an  81  year  old  man 

named  George 
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Face  2 

By  Terry  Jones 


Acrylic  On  Paper  24"  x 18"  9 


An  Idea  (Ideas  are  like  seedlings) 

By  Pat  Pope 


Acrylic  On  Canvas  24"  x 18" 
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In  the  Garden  of  Eaten 

By  David  Simcik 


Oil  On  Canvas  30"  x 30" 
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Surrounded 

By  Anne  Hansen 
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Photograph 


XX-XY  fatal  attraction  of  the  Chromosomes 
By  Gabriel  E.  Vargas 
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Acrylic  On  Canvas  20"  x 24 


Symmetrical  Living 

By  David  Mayhew 
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Photograph 


Protest  Against  The  War 

By  Myong  Suk  Suh 
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Photograph 


Timeless  Lessons 

by  Erin  Gordon 
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Mixed  Media  Collage  22"  x 20" 


Patridiotic 

By  U Dog  U 


it's  a free  country  / you  can  screw  me  / however  you  please  / literately  through 
the  just-us  system  / or  figuratively  via  / a sharp-edged  tool  / pressed  firmly  into 
the  center  of  my  beveled  head  / you  can  shoot  me  here  and  now  / why  wait  until 
tomorrow  / here  i am  / public  enemy  number  one  / why  wait  / until  bin  laden's  capture 
take  it  out  on  me  / scapegoat  numero  uno  / with  the  right  lawyer  / not  a good  one 
you  can  / get  away  with  murder  / why  here's  a gun  / shoot  / everyone's  doing  it 
No  Restrictions  Allowed  / invest  in  my  start-up  / i know  which  end  is  which 
i'm  a hard  core  /corporate  sonofabitch  / look  at  google  / they're  just  kids  / invest 
in  someone  else's  children  / now  that's  parenting  / american  style  / gotta  like 
retro  music  / no  new  songs  / since  Elton  outed  himself  / a thirty  year  black 
vacuum  hole  / no  bands  living  in  vans  / across  unsympathetic  / protected  wetlands 
damn  / makes  me  feel  idiotic  / patriotic  / patridiotic  / brain  washed  / mentally  car  washed 
emotional  tooth  brush  / speaking  of  patridiocracy  / has  Spanish  replaced  english 
urdu  italian  / mandarin  german  / is  france  still  necking  with  Vietnam  / no  we  are 
she's  gotta  mighty  fine  new  fragrance  / called  Outsource  / now  i hear  tagalog  needs  a foe 
babies  babies  more  more  more  / how  many  troops  does  it  take  to  screw  light  bulbs 
into  3rd  world  heads  / can't  have  an  occupation  without  some  dead  / some  call  it 
competition  / malnutrition  of  cooperation  / a nation  embattled  with  its  ongoing  situation 
and  of  course  / like  imported  rugs  / arabic  is  everywhere  /arab  this  arab  that  / an  arabic 
cat  in  the  hat  / complete  with  bicolor  hijab  / that  crazy  right  to  left  readin'  / cat  jammin' 
on  thee  american  scene  / with  abrahim  variations  / of  middle  eastern  dreams  /with  iraq 
of  course  / thee  next  china  / what  are  we  waiting  for  / saddam  to  confess?  / haliburton 
away!  / pipelines  to  my  doorstep  / privatized  crude  accounts  / bottled  oil  / alaska 
in  the  balance  / who  cares  about  of  number  50  / drill  and  kill  / preserve  for  what  caribou 
who  in  the  horny  hell  / do  they  think  they  are  / they  don't  think  / they  just  follow 
the  herd  to  Starbucks  / fuck  baby  seals  / so  passe  / invest  in  tundra  permafrost 
all  is  not  lost  / polar  caps  a'meltin'  / we'll  have  the  roaring  20's  / south  pole-style 
antarctic  condo  time  shares  / dance  with  a penguin  / tuxedo  optional  / you  can  bet  your 
heart  bypass  on  it  / america  gambler's  paradisio  / god  says  so  / however  far  it  scratches 
and  claws  / suburban  malls  just  a tsunami  away  / ride  the  wave  / no  wait  / orbital 
continents  / floating  land  masses  / with  old  ladies  living  in  shoes  / cows  in  space  suits 
sending  back  moo's  to  houston  / pay  poor  people  to  live  in  an  orbit  / further  than  the  one 
they're  in  now  / they'll  go  for  that  / twenty  thou  a year  / to  smoke  that  stash  / far  away 
from  here  / so  we  the  living  / can  construct  this  place  / the  way  neo-cons  wanna 
a country  with  no  threats  / is  thee  best  bet  / right  / Right  / RIGHT 
as  long  as  i got  a good  lookin'  wife  / and  a playboy  under  my  pillow 
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Perspective 

By  Jakk  Sawyer 
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Gravity  Hates  The  Cream  Puff 

By  Nevah  Tommy 


“Do  you  remember  hormones?” 

I swallowed  a smile.  “Being  a teenager?” 

“Yeah.  Yeah,  that.  There’s  one  in  the  house  now,  you  know.  But  I 
swear  I was  never  like  that.  Angry  all  the  time.  No  one  wants  to  talk  to 
him,  much  less  request  he  pull  his  weight.  ‘Hey  Luke,  could  you — ‘ ‘No-oo! 
I’m  tiredl  I’ve  been  at  school  all  day\  My  life  is  harder  than  yours,’  “ she 
mimicked.  “Honest  to  god,  he  has  actually  said  that.  ‘My  life  is  harder 
than  yours.’  So  I said  ‘No  one  can  know  how  hard  someone  else’s  life  is.’ 
He  just  didn’t  get  it.  He’s  so  stupid.  He  doesn’t  know  anything.” 

“And  of  course  she  never  does  anything.  Or  moves.  Just  yells  down 
the  stairs  at  me.  I don’t  know  why  she  thinks  she  has  to  yell.  Lazy  bitch, 
just  come  downstairs.  How  many  steps  is  it?  Thirteen,  right?  Thirteen 
steps  down,  and  believe  me,  she  could  use  the  exercise,”  Dana  said,  and 
flopped  onto  the  couch.  She  looked  at  me  upside-down  over  the  arm  and  I 
couldn’t  read  her  expression,  but  watched  her  face  get  red  as  blood  rushed 
to  her  head. 

“Maybe  I’ll  just  start  pretending  I can’t  hear  her.  Uncle  Frank  can’t 
hear,  and  everybody  knows  it.  No  one  tries  to  yell  for  him.”  She  swung 
her  legs  down  and  righted  herself.  “Is  that  what  it  takes  to  get  respect? 
Being  defective?” 

I shrugged,  and  that  seemed  enough  encouragement  for  her  to  con- 
tinue. 

“I  bet  Uncle  Frank  hears  just  fine.  It’s  just  his  way  of  dealing  with 
her.  Everyone  has  a way  of  dealing  with  her  except  me. 

“You  really  don’t  like  living  there,  do  you?” 

“Bet  your  ass,”  she  muttered,  like  there  could  be  no  disagreement  on 
the  fact. 

“Why  don’t  you  leave  then?”  I asked. 

She  picked  at  the  tassels  on  a throw  pillow.  “Don’t  think  I haven’t 
thought  about  it.  I have.  But  where  would  I go?  I have  no  real  money.” 

“I  thought  you  had  a job.” 

“I  do.  Part-time,  anyway.” 

“Well,  evidently  you’re  employable.  Why  not  just  go  to  it  full-time?” 

She  stared  at  me  with  an  exasperated  frown.  “Can’t  you  see  where 
that  would  lead?  Where  the  road  goes?  The  writing  on  the  wall?” 

I shrugged  again,  and  she  went  on. 

“Electric,  water,  phone,  gas,  rent,  insurance,  food,”  she  ticked  them 
off  on  her  fingers.  “I’ll  have  to  quit  school  to  pay  for  it  all.  And  don’t  for- 
get cable.” 

“Cable?” 


“I’ll  have  to  get  cable  to  help  me  forget  what  a miserable  life  I lead. 
Fast-forward  twenty  years,  and  I’m  still  in  the  same  crummy  apartment 
building,  still  in  the  same  shitty  job,  still  talking  about  someday,  and  maybe 
about  my  telly  programs  I have  dates  with  every  night.  Another  twenty 
years,  world’s  sucked  me  dry  and  cats  have  eaten  my  face  off.” 

I raised  an  eyebrow.  “Cats?  That’s  a little  melodramatic.” 

“Is  it?”  she  said.  “Is  it?  I don’t  think  so.  I’ve  seen  it  happen. 

Maybe  not  the  cat  thing,  but  the  rest  of  it.  I see  it  every  day  at  work. 

People  who  are  dead  inside,  or  dying.”  She  leaned  back  deep  into  the  cush- 
ions and  looked  at  a Van  Gogh  print  on  the  wall. 

“If  I knew  I had  to  keep  working  at  the  grocery  for  the  rest  of  my 
life  I’d  die  inside  too.  Just  to  protect  myself,  you  know?  If  I let  the  creativ- 
ity go,  settle  to  the  bottom  like  pond  scum  and  just  relax  into  the  monotony 
of  the  working  world,  it  wouldn’t  be  so  bad.  It  wouldn’t  be  so  good  either. 
Sort  of  like  limbo.”  She  trailed  off  and  I could  see  her  imagining  it,  her 
pale  green  eyes  troubled  and  far  away.  I shifted  in  my  seat  and  she  came 
back  to  attention. 

“They’re  really  shallow,”  she  said  abruptly. 

“Who?”  I asked. 

“The  people  at  work.  Reactionary.  Stupid.  Dull.  But  I don’t  blame 
them,  most  of  the  time.  It’s  just  sad.  I don’t  think  I could  knowingly 
choose  that  road.  It’d  be  like. ..suicide  for  the  soul.  ‘Stead  of  chicken  soup. 
God  I hate  those  books.  Emotionally  manipulative  pap  for  the  masses.” 

“So  what  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“If  I knew.  If  I knew.”  A short,  slightly  bitter  laugh.  “Wouldn’t  I 
be  doing  it?” 

“Some  people  wouldn’t.  Some  people  know  what  they  need  to  do 
but  never  do  it.  They  stick  to  what  they  know.  They  stick  to  what’s  safe. 
The  knowable  path.” 

“Who  wants  their  whole  life  laid  out  for  them  like  that?”  she 
scoffed.  “Where’s  the  fun?  Where’s  the  adventure?  Where’s  that  variety- 
is-the-spice-of-life  attitude?”  She  grinned  and  tilted  her  hat  to  a jaunty 
angle. 

“Do  you  trust  yourself?”  I said. 

“What  the  hell  kinda  question  is  that?”  she  said,  not  unkindly.  “Of 
course  I do.”  Silence.  “I  mean,  I guess.  What  do  you  mean,  anyway?” 

“Well,”  I said  slowly.  “If  you  left,  really  threw  yourself  on  the  fates 
for  a turn,  would  you  trust  yourself  not  to  let  cats  eat  your  face  off?” 

She  smiled.  “I  was  only  kidding  about  that.” 

“What  I mean  is,  do  you  really  see  yourself  letting  it  get  so  bad?” 

She  didn’t  answer  right  away.  That  was  one  of  the  things  I liked 
about  her.  Ask  a real  question,  get  a real  answer,  or  as  much  as  she  could 
give  of  one. 

“I  guess. ..the  thing  is,  I could.”  She  frowned  and  then  started  up 
again  defensively.  “I  mean,  couldn’t  anyone?  It  would  be  so  easy.  An 
object  at  rest  tends  to  stay  at  rest.  Naturally  we  all  tend  toward  stillness, 
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toward  decay  and  rot  and  sagging.  Everything  does.  What  a depressing 
thought.  Even  gravity  is  working  against  me.”  She  snatched  off  her  hat 
and  dropped  it.  We  both  stared  it  for  a moment.  It  was  bright  red  against 
the  gray  carpet. 

“Well,”  I said  slowly,  “If  you  know  about  it,  you  can’t  really  excuse 
yourself,  can  you?” 

“Are  you  lecturing  me?  Because  I hear  how  lazy  I am  from  enough 
people  already.” 

“I  don’t  think  you’re  lazy.  I think  you’re  strong.” 

She  made  a noise  of  derision.  “Oh,  yeah.  Real  strong.  Look  how 
strong  I am,  whining  at  you,  whining  about  my  life.  I will  still  be  here  in 
forty  years,  only  minus  a face.  Thanks  to  the  cats  I will  buy  to  keep  me 
company.” 

I shook  my  head.  “I  have  to  tell  you,  I really  don’t  see  it  happen- 
ing.” 

“Maybe  I’ve  just  got  a better  imagination  than  you.” 

I sighed.  “This  is  getting  us  nowhere.” 

She  smiled  slightly.  “See,  you’re  not  so  dumb.” 

I wanted  to  smile,  but  I knew  I shouldn’t.  So  I stared  at  her,  and 
finally  her  shoulders  kind  of  slumped.  She  leaned  toward  me. 

“Look.  I know.” 

Whatever  it  was,  I knew  she  really  did  know.  It  was  in  her  eyes. 

“Real  life. ..real  life’s  a fight.  I know  that.  Sometimes. ..sometimes  I 
want  something  to  come  along  and  make  it  easy.  For  everything  to  fall  into 
place.  Even  though  I would  hate  it  and  I know  I would  hate  it  because  it’d 
be  too  easy. ..you  don’t  need  to  psycholyze  me.  I just  need  a slit.” 

“A  slit,”  I said.  She  never  said  what  I expected. 

“God  that  came  out  wrong.  Look,  we’re  all  cream  puffs.  Have  you 
ever  made  cream  puffs?” 

“No.” 

“It’s  a lot  of  work.  It’s  complicated.  Boiling  water,  melted  butter 
and  you  pour  the  flour  in,  and  eventually  this  ball  forms  in  the  pan.  You 
turn  off  the  heat,  but  when  you  add  the  eggs  one  by  one,  you  beat  up  the 
ball  every  time.  Then  you  spoon-drop  the  mix  onto  a baking  sheet.  It’s 
gotta  bake  for  a while.  Then  you  peek  in,  turn  the  heat  down,  but  it’s  still 
baking.  When  you  take  it  out  of  the  oven,  you  cut  a slit  in  the  top.” 

“Oh,”  I said,  confused.  She  could  tell  I was. 

“For  the  steam.  Or  it  gets  soggy  inside.  I’m  a cream  puff.” 

“A  cream  puff.” 

She  nodded. 

“Then  what  happens?” 

“Well,  you  scoop  out  the  insides  of  the  puff.” 

“Ouch,”  I said. 

“It’s  how  the  recipe  goes,”  she  said,  shrugging.  “It’s  a great  recipe.” 

“Sounds  like  a lot  of  work.” 

“It  is.  But  there’s  cream  at  the  end.” 


Sleepwork 

by  Maureen  Tolman  Flannery 


Sleep  light  and  faithful 

in  the  misted  night  place  of  your  thought  making, 
my  dear  dream-believing  daughter, 
unsquandered  repository  of  the  possible. 

Craniumed  potency  there,  in  the  egg  of  your  resting  head, 
uncracked  and  gestating,  bides  its  enlivening  time. 

Crested  rivers  of  robin-breast  hair 

flow  into  seas  of  air  beyond  the  bed  where  you  he 

busy  with  dream-learning  that  turns  you  womanward. 

Despair  sulks  beyond  wide-thrust  range 

of  these  innocent,  fate-trusting  days 

where  birds  of  a destiny  soar  together 

and  kindness  calls  its  kind. 

You,  safe  inside  why-not?  the  night  through 
concoct  a balm  for  world  abrasions. 

What  white-steeded  youth 

with  half-moon  truths  in  his  metaphysic 

will  woo  you  out  of  grace  and  into  wakefulness? 

What  dark-curled  campesino 

with  spiced-hot  thoughts  in  his  fire 

will  court  you  with  country  matters, 

salsa  you  off  the  floor  and  into  a counting  house? 

What  tempest-tossed  prince 
of  wayfaring  charm 

will  disarm  you  bravely  with  promises  of  lost  new  worlds? 

What  emboldened  bashful  boy 
knowing  nothing 

but  the  lust-crusted  logic  of  his  own  unbridled  love 
will  speak  golden 

and  offer  you  dark  earth  to  grow  homeward  into? 

Sleep  lightly  in  the  hard-turning  night, 
my  beautiful  craver  of  justice, 
on  your  unconscious  way 
to  change  and  be  changed. 
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Abstraction  no.  1 

By  Fyodor  Sakhnovski 


With  the  abandoned  whole 

With  the  deserted  one  in  the  entirety 

One  as  with  the  furnace,  the  whole  time  connected 

I’m  held  in  the  entirety  by  the  whole  standpoint 

Examining  modality  from  each  point  of  view 

Staring  at  the  forecast  time 

Holding  myself  independently  with  the  thing  to  be  held  together  in  total  circumference 
Of  the  great  line  totals 

I try  to  arrive  and  test  the  fact  that  arrival  adheres  to  the  end 
And  afterwards,  the  edge  in  me  appears 
As  a black  square  halo  found  in  the  horizon 
Stands  proportionately  established  in  this  spectacle 
Exists  as  childbirth  inside 
Inside  to  be  deficient 

And  with  this  question  I grow  in  convenience 
In  me,  the  drizzle  grows  straightforwardly 
I had  to  peel  the  things  within  the  cell 
And  felt,  unfortunately,  the  reason  of  the  same 
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Untitled 

By  Amanda  Crane 
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Photograph 


Upon  Finishing  a Short  Story  and  Thinking 
About  My  Life 

by  Anthony  Opal 


Listen 

we  know  it  hurts  here 

but  stop  smashing  those  who  hurt  us 

between  your  jaws 

forget  about  them 

put  their  scrawny  bodies  down 

let's  just  keep  running 

Remember 

That's  what  we're  here  to  do  anyway 

Come  on 

just  run  with  me 

it's  not  a competition 

Remember 

we  just  keep  each  other's 
legs  moving 
faster 
Come  on 

I just  can't  stand  it 
to  watch  you 
smash 

those  scrawny  bodies 
between  your  jaws 
when  we  should  be  running 

It  makes  my  stomach  feel  sick 
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The  Strip  is  Just  One  Street 

By  Kathleen  Swain 


my  sister  moved  to  Las  Vegas 

thinking  the  glittering  lights 

and  the  sound  of  coins  clinking  on  metal 

would  cover  up 

with  their  glamour 

the  shattered  life  she  left  here, 

her  new  marriage  already 

beginning  to  crumble, 

the  ruins  of  our  parents 

tumultuous  lives, 

our  disintegrating  grandmother. 

trading  rabbits  and  squirrels 

for  baby  quail,  cockroaches, 

and  black  widow  hunting, 

one  night  we  took  a flashlight 

to  find  the  tiny  monsters  we 

so  desperately  feared. 

and  I felt  guilty,  for 

the  intricate  webs  they  built 

were  swept  away  each  morning, 

weighed  down  by  dew, 

yet  each  night  were  dutifully  rebuilt. 

wishing  I could  just  as  simply 

rebuild  or  recreate 

my  life  each  day 

I wandered  off  into  the  darkness 

towards  a fountain. 

the  stagnant  water  held 

comical  rubber  ducks  with 

sunglasses  on  and 

my  sister  said  they  had 

to  turn  the  fountain  off 

because  of  the  water  storage. 

I looked  back  at  the  ducks 

floating  so  lonely 

and  I thought  perhaps 

the  plastic  ducks  and  the  poisonous  spiders 

and  my  sister  and  I 

weren't  so  different  after  all. 
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Purple  Engine 

by  R.  Ryan  Brandys 

My  tray  table  is  out  of  its  upright  and  locked  position. 

My  elbows  bump  the  unforgiving  armrest  as  we  begin  our  moonlit  descent  into  Las  Vegas. 
They've  dimmed  the  cabin  light.  Told  us  to  Stow  All  Portable  Electronic  Devices .. . 

In  the  air,  I must  exist  differently,  because  today  I am  a proud  sardine. 

Out  my  window  I see  the  city  lights  as  a sea  of  golden  breadcrumbs. 

Our  grid  of  humanity  stretches  endlessly  in  the  dark, 

And  our  lights  form  dotted  lines  so  precise  and  perpendicular, 

The  pattern  of  mankind  makes  the  constellation  of  the  big  dipper  look  untidy. 

Out  my  window  the  purple  engine  roars.  The  turbine  spins,  an  oiled  rotor 
Still  as  strong  on  its  billionth  revolution  as  the  day  the  airline  mechanic 
Welded  the  fan  blades  and  drilled  a hole  to  mark  the  center  of  gravity. 

Smooth  steel  and  giant  rivets  scoop  the  air. 

And  I imagine,  in  this  fog  and  rain,  the  rivets  could  sheer  off, 

This  wing  could  split  and  run  this  meat-packed  missile  through  the  ground. 

But  risk  is  the  price  I pay  for  serenity. 

Purple  engine,  I could  kiss  you. 

You  are  a well-oiled  machine  doing  your  thankless  duty. 

As  my  life  hangs  in  the  balance. 

See  those  lighted  columns  on  the  horizon? 

Those  skyscraper  hotels  owned  by  dot-com  three-comma  capitalists? 

Well  they're  the  ones  who  taught  me  to  measure  my  self-worth  in  gigahertz. 

And  they've  got  to  be  right  because  their  buildings  represent 
The  ultimate  culmination  of  human  cooperation:  Casino  Hotels,  50  stories  high. 
Masterpieces  of  architecture,  built  just  like  the  pyramids: 

By  the  obligatory  cooperation  and  compensation  of  selfish  strangers. 

And  for  a price  mankind  can  cater  to  your  every  need:  a tiny  slice  of  utopia  if  you  can 

afford  it. 

It  wasn't  man  that  built  this  city.  It  was  money. 

What  will  I say  to  the  airline  mechanic  when  they  cut  his  pay  in  half? 

And  even  with  his  hard-earned  wages  he  can  barely  feed  his  family? 

Well,  he  won't  know  what  it's  like  to  be  a proud  sardine.  Do  I tell  him: 

Up  here  you  look  smaller  than  a breadcrumb. 

Your  town  is  a pathetic  fungus  on  the  crust  of  the  earth, 

Growing  only  to  be  exploited.  That's  why  your  children  won't  eat  tonight. 

But  the  flight  attendant  will  begin  the  snack  service. 

She  distributes  peanut  packages  that  no  one  eats. 

And  thanks  again  for  drilling  that  hole  so  precisely.  We  all  appreciate  it. 

Oh,  Purple  Engine,  you  are  pure  in  heart,  but  a slave  to  sinful  creatures.  27 


The  Humidity 

By  David  Thomas 


It  was  last  summer,  seated  in  the  lounge  of 
The  Surf  Motel.  Afternoon  sun  streamed 
Through  the  blinds,  fading  the  wallpaper. 

The  humidity  had  turned  the  world  into 
A dish  rag.  I told  the  bartender  I was 
An  angel  fallen  on  hard  times. 

I went  on  to  explain  how  I had  been  told 
Here  was  a gentle  people; 

Their  fields  were  well  tended, 

Their  lives  were  assumed  names, 

And  their  gods  a lively  bunch. 

Reportedly  nobody  slept  with  everyone, 

And  everyone  had  a family  and  a job. 

The  bartender  poured  me  out  another  double, 
And  asked  if  I wasn't  a bit  early. 


Immortal  Bliss 

By  Brian  Kovich 

What  is  the  poet 
But  one  who  clouds  lies 
A painter  of  pictures 
On  words  he  relies 
The  face  of  the  things 
Not  entirely  true 
Total  lack  of  commitment 
A pauper  on  cue 
Naked  in  the  winter 
He's  clothed  in  the  sun 
Foregoing  all  fortune 
The  journey's  begun 
Left  only  to  ponder 
The  words  and  rhyme 
As  soon  as  he  dies 
To  live  on  for  all  time 
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Faults 

by  Steph  Ziemann 


Fall  in  the  six  of  charcoal  gray 
Do  in  the  eve-ning  less  than  day 
Slow  little  illness  morph  to  death 
Can't  be  the  speaker  (keep  the  breath) 
New  walls  around  my  crumbling  scape 
Hues  in  this  graveyard  moral  rape 
Spawn  in  my  conscious  breed  and  feast 
Lobes  are  new  remnants  from  such  beast 
I be  the  cooker  of  the  food 
I be  the  raper,  scared  and  nude 
I build  the  walls  up,  tear  them  off 
Feed  me  lozenge,  die  of  cough 
Show  me  the  portrait,  watch  us  itch 
You  are  the  father. 

Who's  the  bitch? 
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Kitchen  Knives 

By  Mardelle  Fortier 


My  mother  would  stand  at  the  kitchen  sink,  sudsing  dishes  and  plotting 
murders.  Her  pale  hands  deep  in  bubbles,  nearly  losing  her  worn  wedding  ring, 
she'd  concoct  twists  and  turns  in  stories.  Gorgeous  heroines  ran  into  the  enor- 
mous dark,  and  leaped  across  ravines  to  catch  the  killer  before  finding  true 
love.  She  was  lost  to  me  as  her  dark  eyes  took  on  a faraway  look  and  she 
stared  off  out  the  window. 

She  was  as  lost  as  when  she  read  Agatha  Christie  or  Daphne  du 
Maurier  or  Phyllis  Whitney  - glasses  off,  lower  lip  jutting,  body  motionless. 
Now  she  stood,  one  foot  planted  in  front  of  the  other,  her  solid  body  stationed 
close  to  the  sink,  only  her  hands  moving.  Absentmindedly  she  rinsed  a plate, 
placed  it  on  the  rack,  scalded  a saucer,  drowned  a spoon. 

Later  she  would  type  novels  with  the  old  Smith-Corona  on  clean  white 
paper.  Now  she  stood,  wrists  far  down  in  grimy  water,  thick  with  grease, 
scrubbing  and  scraping,  silently  plotting  a crime. 
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Balancing  Goblets 

By  Jason  Mack 
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Glass  Sculpture 


Sestina  1 ; eyes  building  secret  concrete,  fleeting  years 
By  Timothy  Plocinski 


i 

Although  your  sisters  each  had  promised  to  keep  our  secret 

We  knew  nevertheless  that  this  closeness  was  fleeting 

So  I wrapped  my  skinny  arms  around  your  knees,  thinning  my  eyes, 

Trying  vainly  to  look  older  than  my  fifteen  years 

Trying  to  smooth  the  stiff  concrete 

Trying  to  warm  the  sheer  face  of  the  building 

II 

Across  the  street,  a storm  building. 

Stoically  reflecting  our  secret, 
unfailing  love,  echoing  off  concrete. 

Unlike  love,  life  is  fleeting  - 

Bracketed  sweetly  by  a set  number  of  years 

And  if  that  thunderhead  had  eyes 

III 

It  would  witness  you  slowly  averting  your  eyes 
In  your  legs,  the  tension  building. 

You  glimpse  a sliver  of  the  next  ten  years 
Choosing  to  hold  that  vision  secret. 

Knowing  that  love,  like  life,  is  fleeting 
Sorting  the  abstract  from  the  concrete 

IV 

The  rain  comes  down  around  us,  absently  stroking  the  concrete. 
Hushed  glances  and  tears  from  eyes. 

Knowing  that  this  moment,  like  life,  like  love,  is  fleeting. 

Confident  in  its  function,  not  building, 

rather,  it’s  hidden,  cleansing  secret 

is  simply  erosion,  given  the  weight  of  many  years 
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V 

We  are  in  that  glimpse  you  witnessed  almost  ten  years 
ago.  I still  remember  the  hard  caress  of  the  concrete 
on  my  virgin  skin.  Your  stained  lips,  lovely  and  secret, 
the  drowning  reflective  pools  you  wore  as  eyes. 

Framed  as  possibility  and  the  smooth  wall  of  the  building. 

Across  time,  it  seems,  I clutched  that  fleeting 

VI 

moment,  I swallowed  the  love,  made  time  not  fleeting  - 

slowing  it  and  you  in  a smothering  embrace,  taming  the  passing  years 

Holding  on  to  this  scene:  us  pressed  up  against  the  building, 

you  pulling  your  knees  towards  me,  your  tights  snagging  on  the  concrete. 

I see  it,  lit  in  a flickering  frame,  housed  eternally  behind  my  eyes 

Though  this,  my  dear,  is  no  secret 

VII 

Life  and  love  are  fleeting,  as  they  move  from  the  abstract  to  the  concrete 
All  these  years  have  taught  us  to  trap  those  images  in  our  eyes 
Building  upon  the  past,  haunting  and  secret 
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Bed 

By  John  Hankiewicz 
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Manners 

By  Jennifer  Trucksa 


The  twitch  in  my  nose 
screamed  silently  for  release 
but  instead  buried  itself 
deeper  and  deeper  inside 
my  nasal  cavity 
in  fear  of  being  lost  or 
ignored. 

The  bastard  child  of  a head  cold 
threw  his  tantrum 
and  pounded  his  tiny  fists 
on  my  brain. 

He  clung  to  right  nostril 

when  a herd  of  wildebeest  came  stampeding 

down, 

tearing  through  with  an  avalanche  of 
germs  green  with  malice, 
colliding  into  the  soft  curves 
of  my  palm 

just  before  I shook  your  hand. 


Cinderella's  Happily  Ever  After 

by  Jennifer  Trucksa 

You  come  in 

galloping  with  your  white 
Fruit  of  the  Looms,  carrying  your  gut 
over  the  threshold  of  the  bedroom  door 
and  plopped  down  next  to  me 
in  flannel  sheets 

"Common  baybee  and  fuck  me"  you  slurred 
rolling  over  the  edge  of  your  last 
marriage  onto  the  floor 
falling  asleep  because  your  penis 
is  shorter  than  your  attention  span. 
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Sister 

By  Paul  Sorenson 


My  sister  comes  into  town 
I look  for  her 
And  we  find  each  other 
Across  the  room 

And  the  smiles  come 

She  hugs  me  tight 

We  look  into 

Each  others  eyes 

And  the  years  wushhhh  away 

Same  eyes 
Same  smile 

That  person  I used  to  torment 
With  all  the  love 
A four  year  old  can  muster 
Smiles  back  with  the  same  spunk 
She  gave  me 

When  mom  wasn't  looking 

I am  jealous  of  the  people 
That  keep  her  so  far 
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Wanderlust 

by  Matthew  Kovich 

Enthralled  by  thought-dominoes  (and  now  I'm 
full-grown),  my  mores  and  need-tos  become  less 
and  lessers  next  to  watching  you  undress 
in  my  mind,  and  I would  squeeze  space  and  time 
to  be  in  my  mind,  alone  (with  you).  Now 
I threaten  to  bust  through  my  walls,  my  good 
judgement,  and  my  pants;  there's  nothing  but  me 
wanting  for  my  hands  to  visit  places 
where  no  one  knows  they've  been,  and  our  faces 
on  neck  and  skin  and  hill  and  mouth  and  tree 
and  oh  my  God,  the  things  I would  and  could 
if  circumstance  let  space  and  time  allow. 

Until  these  aching  reveries  come  true, 

I'll  beat  myself  to  death  (and  think  of  you). 


To  Her  Living  Vessel 

by  Matthew  Kovich 

The  trees,  the  blooms,  the  sunlight,  and 
The  majesty  of  dawn 
The  honesty  of  Nature  and 
Her  simple,  timeless  song 

Her  truth  makes  other  beauties  faint 
Her  truth,  in  you,  recalls 
Unshrouded  by  the  liar's  paint 
Untainted  by  the  false 

You're  strong  and  passionate  and  true 
Yet  fragile,  just  the  same 
As  gentle  as  the  morning  dew 
As  fierce  as  any  flame 

You  are  the  sweetest  harmony 
Wrought  from  the  primal  chord 
And  Nature  chose  for  you  to  be 
Where  beauty  shall  be  stored 

Of  all  the  loveliness  yet  bred 
That  reaches  to  one's  heart  - 
A human  creature,  unclouded, 

Is  Nature's  finest  art. 
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HoundsToothDress 

By  Cady  Micko 


And  this  afternoon  I sat  vacant  in  my  mother's  barely  breathing  Camry 
window  open  wide 

drowning  my  sorrows  in  a pack  of  Parliament  lights. 

I sat  vacant  in  the  crumpled  dress 
left  over  from  last  night  when  you  left  me 
standing  in  the  ram 
left  me 

standing  in  my  disbelief 
that  you  could  care  so  little 
claim  so  much 

left  me  standing  wet  and  worried  like  yesterday's  lightning 
like  Thanksgiving  turkey 

like  some  writhing  earthworm  after  summer  storms. 
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Kickball 

By  Abbie  Bryant 


Walking,  two  single  file  lines,  lunch  awaits. 

Laugh  and  talk, 
eat,  eat,  eat. 

Ice  cold  milk  perfectly  compliments  peanut  butter  and  jelly. 

The  best  is  yet  to  come, 

garbage  taken  care  of, 

food  still  churning, 

a thousand  tiny  feet  race 

to  the  opening  of  heaven. 

The  race  continues, 

fourth  graders  dominate  the  field! 

Teams  form, 

let  the  games  begin. 

Strike  one! 

I'm  up  next, 

four  feet  of  skin  and  bones  in  new  sandy  shoes  sulks  past. 
Please  don't  let  me  be  that  person. 

The  red  rubber  ball  bounces  my  way, 
all  my  strength  explodes  from  my  foot. 

Taking  flight  I sprint  to  the  base, 
beating  the  ball, 

I'm  in  the  game. 


Girlfriend 

by  Karen  Webb  Owen 

We're  close  now  and  I look  for  her; 
this  time  of  year  we  keep  similar  hours. 

I've  always  known  her; 

she's  marked  courses  and  periods  of  my  life. 

A few  years  ago  I saw  her  hiding, 
screening  her  face  with  tree  branches, 
not  wanting  to  be  noticed. 

It  was  no  use.  The  ice  ringing  the  branches 
reflected  her  shining  beauty  like  diamonds 
or  tears. 

"I  know,"  I said,  "such  shame,  sorrow  and  weary  grief: 
the  wish  to  conceal  the  scars  with  a cloud  of  mist, 
or  to  hide  in  the  dark." 

Still  she  rose  to  the  challenge,  ascended  her  path. 
"Your  courage  outshines  your  beauty,"  I said. 

The  look  she  gave  me  warmed  the  cold  night. 

So  we  continued  to  watch  for  one  another, 
sharing  an  aspect,  a moment. 

Months  later,  I caught  her  draped  in  orange  silk, 
face  turned  away  sidling  between  the  dark  bushes, 
unable  to  hide  that  certain  glow. 

"Ah,"  I said,  "You've  courage  to  try  again." 

I caught  her  sideways  glance  and  smiled, 
winked,  and  wished  her  well  as  she  sank, 
lambent,  towards  her  assignation. 

Of  late  we've  shared  thoughts  on  being. 

Reputations  are  mutable,  fragile. 

"Don't  believe  all  you've  heard  about  me,"  she  says. 
"I've  been  poked,  prodded  and  analyzed, 
worshiped  and  walked  on." 

Well,  haven't  we  all? 

I can  still  tug  at  a heart  or  turn  a head  like  a tide. 

I'm  still  here,  still  making  my  rounds. 

You  can  count  on  me.  Many  do. 

Praise,  blame,  adoration,  accusation,  all  the  same. 
Sorrow,  suffering,  guilt,  grief? 

"Rise  above  it,"  says  she. 

And,  beaming,  she  does. 


40 


When  Light  Gleams 

By  Mardelle  Fortier 


When  Light  Gleams 
after  darkness  in  the  window 
and  tears  wake  slowly 
on  my  pillow 

then  I will  know  that 
wounds  and  all  are  mine 
that  rain  and  wind 
turn  tender  in  my  hands 

and  the  many  scars 
I have  endured 
create  the  many  colors 
of  my  words 


Abortion 

By  Kristina  Zaremba 


And  he  made  a bloody  omelet  of  my  ovaries. 
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Simon  Says,  "It's  Morning  Sickness." 

By  Kristina  Zaremba 

I never  loved  Simon,  and  I don't  think  he  loved  me.  I liked  him,  he  tolerated  me.  We 
never  took  the  time  to  talk  it  over.  But  it  doesn't  matter,  because  even  if  we  had  loved  each 
other,  the  result  was  still  the  same.  If  there's  one  thing  I've  learned,  it's  that  feelings  change, 
twist,  warp,  reverse,  and  fade  away;  actions  don't.  Actions  are  frozen,  stuck,  not  meant  to  be 
interpreted  or  misinterpreted.  So,  I didn't  love  him;  we  still  had  sex  on  September  8th,  1978 
and  again  on  the  17th.  It  was  that  second  time  that  did  it,  I'm  pretty  sure.  Of  course  I was  on 
the  Pill,  I wasn't  dumb.  But  who  knew  that  so  much  as  a glass  of  grapefruit  juice  makes  it  not 
work  so  well?  There's  an  action  with  no  particular  feeling  attached,  and  yet  it  stands  in  time: 
An  arbitrary  act  to  misdirect  an  arbitrary  life.  It's  funny  how  you  start  going  out  with  a guy 
and  then  you  get  on  the  Pill  because  he  starts  putting  his  hands  under  your  shirt  and  then  you 
pretend  to  be  chaste  a whole  extra  month  so  the  damn  thing  can  start  working  and  then  a fruit 
juice  snatches  away  all  the  control  you  ever  thought  you  had  over  your  life.  It's  quite  a heavy 
curse  to  lay  on  a seventeen  year  old. 

Naturally,  I didn't  know  until  about  a month  later  when  Aunt  Flow  missed  her  train. 
After  three  days  of  telling  myself  that  I'd  get  my  period  any  day  now,  I decided  to  buy  a preg- 
nancy test. 

I knew  enough  about  home  pregnancy  tests  to  understand  that  it  was  important  to  use 
that  hot,  dark  yellow  urine  you  get  early  in  the  morning.  So,  at  6:00  a.m.  I sat  on  the  bath- 
room countertop  scratching  open  the  cardboard  box  at  the  corners.  Inside  I found  an  amateur 
chemist's  set  of  test  tubes  and  eye  droppers.  I tried  to  make  out  the  directions  through  crusty, 
tired  eyes,  but  even  as  I read,  I disconnected  and  had  to  start  over  about  six  or  seven  times. 

I never  told  anybody  this  before,  but  as  I waited  around  the  house  for  those  two  hours, 

I wasn't  sure  what  I wanted  the  answer  to  be.  Then  when  I saw  that  tiny  brown  ring  settled  in 
the  bottom  of  the  tube,  I know  it's  dumb,  but  for  one  blinding  instant  I was  actually  happy. 

It's  really  kind  of  stupid  and  trivial;  it  doesn't  change  anything.  For  just  those  few  seconds  I 
felt  full  and  warm  like  something  was  going  to  happen  and  I was  finally  going  to  feel  a normal 
sort  of  love,  the  kind  that  should  exist  between  a mother  and  child. 

It  only  lasted  a few  minutes,  and  then  it  was  dashed  away  by  a vision  of  myself  red 
and  swollen,  forced  into  a badly  altered  wedding  dress  with  a staggeringly  reluctant  groom. 
Then  I knew  I didn't  want  to  get  married;  not  for  that  reason,  at  least. 

There  was  no  sense  in  telling  Simon.  He  was  a good  guy.  He  didn't  need  this. 

Besides,  I hadn't  officially  decided  to  keep  the  baby,  either.  Inside  me  a primitive  heart  and 
brain  were  forming.  Piles  of  cells,  invisible  still,  were  doubling  every  day.  Sex  had  been 
determined,  but  not  yet  distinguished.  The  longer  I waited,  the  more  complete  a human  being 
I would  be  disposing  of. 

I needed  time  to  think.  I walked  to  the  kitchen.  I ate  a whole  jar  of  roasted  peanuts. 

I opened  the  phone  book  and  looked  for  women's  health  clinics.  I slowly  dialed  the 
first  one  I came  to,  stalling  at  the  last  number  for  a few  seconds,  unsure  if  I could  really  con- 
tinue. A young  women  answered  sweetly,  "Anderson  Health  Clinic,"  but  all  I heard  was 
"Abortions-R-Us."  Sickened,  I threw  the  phone  back  at  the  hook.  Better  to  skip  the  A's  any- 
way. I dialed  the  Better  Health  Clinic.  This  time  an  older  woman,  but  still,  through  the  static 
all  I heard  was  "Baby  Killers  Inc."  I hung  on  the  line  stunned  by  my  own  psychosis.  "Hello? 
Miss,  may  I harm  you?"  I dropped  the  phone,  rushed  to  the  bathroom  and  threw  up  a chunky 
peanut  mess. 

Mother  knocked  on  the  door  at  the  sounds  of  my  dry  retching  and  wet  sobs. 

"Sandy,"  she  called  through  the  thin  pressed  wood.  I cracked  the  door  so  that  only  my 
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right  eye  and  brown-blond  tendrils  of  unfeathered  bangs  showed.  She  was  pulling  on  her  old- 
fashioned  lavender  evening  gloves.  "Are  you  O.K.  in  there  kitten?" 

"Just  a touch  of  the  flu,  I think.  Something  I ate  maybe,"  I said  hurriedly  trying  to 
conceal  the  soft  whimpering  in  my  speech. 

"Alright,  dear.  Eat  some  saltine  crackers  later,  OK?"  she  said  rather  unconcerned. 

I watched  her  walk  towards  the  living  room  before  I snuck  out  in  my  off-white  night- 
gown and  ducked  into  my  bedroom  down  the  hall. 

I spent  the  rest  of  the  week  saying  silent  prayers  every  hour  on  the  hour  that  I would 
miscarry  sometime  in  the  next  month.  Perhaps  I would  forget  to  tie  my  shoe  and  fall  down 
two  flights  of  stairs,  or  someone  could  kick  a soccer  ball  into  my  abdomen  in  P.E.,  a car  acci- 
dent, a mugging,  an  anomaly  in  the  baby's  development,  the  placenta  not  attaching  to  the 
uterus;  any  inconspicuous  form  of  death  would  do.  But  I guess  after  one  kind  of  accident, 
you're  not  really  due  for  another  for  a while. 

On  the  weekends,  I told  Mother  that  I was  out  shopping  for  a Elomecoming  dress 
while  I drove  in  circles  around  abortion  clinics  chewing  on  peanut  brittle  bars,  deciding 
whether  or  not  to  get  out. 

I thought  back  to  sophomore  year  when  Amy  Lynn  Ettleman  got  pregnant  and  had  an 
abortion.  Amy  Lynn  was  a senior  when  she  got  pregnant.  She'd  decided  to  have  sex  with  her 
boyfriend  just  before  he  left  for  six  weeks  of  basic  training.  Like  many  girls  her  age  she 
believed  that  she  couldn't  get  pregnant  her  first  time.  It  didn't  help  that  her  boyfriend  told  her 
that  he  was  too  big  for  a condom,  either.  Amy  Lynn  had  a scholarship  to  a local  nursing  col- 
lege. She  wasn't  ready  for  a baby,  but  it  took  her  four  months  to  make  that  decision.  Since 
she  waited  that  long  they  used  a technique  called  "salt  poisoning."  Lrom  what  I heard,  they 
inserted  a needle  filled  with  a salt  solution  into  her  abdomen  and  injected  it  into  the  protective 
fluid  filled  sac  the  baby  sits  in.  The  salt  burned  and  poisoned  the  baby  until  it  died  nearly  an 
hour  later.  Soon  she  went  into  labor  and  delivered  the  blistered,  dead  child.  Seeing  the  termi- 
nated fetus  being  wiped  up  off  the  exam  table  sent  her  into  a frenzy  of  guilt,  shame,  and 
depression.  None  of  her  friends  ever  saw  her  after  that  and  she  never  enrolled  in  nursing 
school. 

Of  course  there  were  much  less  dramatic  stories  of  pregnant  girls  in  our  high  school. 
Most  girls  who  had  admitted  to  having  abortions  did  not  do  things  like  Amy  Lynn.  Most  girls 
had  their  abortions  much  earlier  and  didn't  freak  out  about  it.  So,  it  was  possible  to  do  this. 

Driving  in  circles  around  the  clinics  sometimes  made  me  nauseated.  Sometimes  I 
threw  up.  I drove  home  with  a bitter,  salty  peanut  aftertaste. 

I was  now  in  my  third  month,  and  a healthy  bulge  was  rising  up  over  my  waistline. 
Thankfully  it  was  easy  to  hide  under  shapeless,  shiftless  winter  clothes.  It  was  getting  harder 
to  hide  my  morning  sickness,  though.  I was  throwing  up  at  least  once  every  other  day,  often- 
times at  school  during  lunch.  As  rushing  out  to  the  bathroom  became  routine,  I knew  some 
of  my  friends  suspected  something.  I wasn't  surprised  then,  when  Jeannie  and  Alice  decided 
to  follow  me. 

"Sandy,"  they  echoed  as  I spit  out  the  last  of  my  turkey  and  Swiss.  I smoothed  my 
hair  and  stepped  causally  out  of  the  stall,  though  I knew  this  was  the  moment  I would  have  to 
confess.  I washed  my  hands  and  tried  to  walk  out,  but  Jeannie  stopped  me  saying,  "Sandy,  we 
know  what's  been  going  on."  I looked  away.  "You've  been  throwing  up  constantly  for  the  past 
two  months,  and  you've  been  eating  a ton  and  gaining  weight." 

"I've  been  reading  about  it,"  Alice  said  supportively,  "in  my  psychology  books.  You  eat 
a lot  and  then  throw  it  up.  It's  called  bulimia."  She  said  it  slow,  like  she  was  sounding  it  out 
for  the  first  time.  I passed  my  laugh  off  for  a gasp,  and  started  to  cry  in  contentment  and  dis- 
belief. 

We  hugged  and  Jeannie  whispered,  "Smoking  works  a lot  better,  anyways." 


43 


Sister,  Original  Spirit 

By  Andrea  Coutu 


Fully  clad  in  black  and  white, 

Sister  Bernadette  looks  out  at  her  youthful  students 
with  undersized  eyes  covered  by  thick,  black  lenses. 

She  strides  with  short,  stubby  legs, 
slowed  mostly  by  the  progression  of  age. 

Sister  passionately  expresses  her  thoughts, 
pulling  us  into  a wave  of  creativity. 

Upon  the  chalkboard,  clear  as  a night  sky, 
her  hand  freely  displays  words  of  imagination, 
overcoming  the  shakes  of  Parkinson's  disease. 

Her  vivacious  spirit  keeps  our  minds  alive, 
open  and  flowing  with  our  own  latest  ideas. 

Sister  always  telling  stories  with  each  vocabulary  word, 
not  only  teaching  English,  but  words  of  wisdom,  too. 
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Aire 

By  Mary  Yezek 


Watercolor  and  Acrylic  on  Paper  15"  x 11"  45 


Untitled  #1 

By  Nancy  Balling 
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Reclining  Nude  with  Appetite 

By  J.  Michael  Carter 
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The  Rites  of  Spring 

By  Tania  Blanco 
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Inching  Home 

By  Laura  Lein-Svencner 


Arkansas  Traveler 
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Korean  Traditional  Folk  Dance 

By  Myong  Suk  Suh 
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Eyes  for  Spring 

by  Dortha  J.  Douglass 
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Discovery 

By  David  Simcik 
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Student:  Wendy 

By  Kathleen  Ward  &R.  Ryan  Brandys 


Stupid  philosophy.  Stupid,  stupid  professor.  A paper  due  tomorrow?  I don’t  have  a clue 
how  to  write  this!  Describe  a connection  he  says.  What  damn  connection? 

Assignment:  Describe  the  connection  between  mortality 
and  religion  as  it  relates  to  the  philosophy  of  existential- 
ism in  culture . 

Wendy  tapped  her  pen  on  her  desk  and  took  another  sip  from  her  coffee  mug. 
The  mug  was  blue  and  Wendy  stared  at  the  white,  acrylic  snowflake  painted  on  the 
side. 


All  right,  so  I’m  avoiding  this.  Fine,  Fll  write  my  name  on  the  paper.  There  we  go. 
That’s  progress.  Now  what?  Where  do  I even  begin? 

Since  mortality  was  a lot  more  straightforward  than  religion,  Wendy  could 
start  there.  Clearly  mortality  meant  death.  But  death  was  an  abstract  concept.  Death 
did  not  really  exist;  it  was  just  the  absence  of  life.  Life  was  something  tangible;  life 
came  first.  But  tracing  it  back,  it  wasn’t  really  human  life  that  came  first.  It  was  the 
rest  of  nature. 

I need  more  coffee. 

Wendy  found  herself  backed  into  a corner.  Death  was  not  simple  once  she 
thought  about  it.  She  sipped  French  Vanilla  from  her  cup  and  thought  it  ironic  that 
life  was  a requisite  for  death.  The  two  were  tied  in  a kind  of  cyclical  war,  a war  that 
Wendy  would  have  read  about  - had  she  bought  the  textbook  for  her  philosophy 
class. 


Why  is  it  that  human  death  is  all  about  solemn  ceremony  but  natural  death  is  viewed 
as  a continuous  process?  Is  it  because  we’re  so  much  more  important  than  nature?  We  have  this 
‘holier  than  thou  ’ attitude  that  humanity  is  separate  from  plants  and  animals,  and  that  our 
human  endeavors  are  superior  to  the  rest  of  nature,  because  our  lives  carry  with  us  this  giant, 
benevolent  purpose?  Why  is  that? 

She  could  only  conclude  that  human  life  was  the  basis  for  all  perception  and 
all  social  invention.  For  that  reason  every  individual  human  life  had  large,  purposeful 
shoes  to  fill. 

God,  why  didn’t  he  just  ask  me  to  analyze,  “To  Be  or  Not  To  Be?”  That  might  have 
been  easier.  Focus  Wendy!  What  is  the  purpose  of  nature?  Of  course,  this  isn’t  about  what  I 
think,  its  about  the  mindset  of  every  other  living  creature.  So  then  what  is  a tree’s  purpose?  A 
tree  doesn’t  sit  there  and  think,  ‘I’m  a tree,  and  these  are  my  goals  for  today. . . ’ 
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But  at  the  same  time,  trees  do  accomplish  their  goals.  Plants  provide  food  for  the  planet, 
with  the  help  of  the  sun.  They  serve  a purpose  so  crucial  that  all  life  depends  on  them,  and  they 
aren’t  even  aware  of  it. 

So  what  about  a snail?  A snail  knows  that  it  must  do  everything  it  can  to  stay  alive, 
decompose  as  much  biomaterial  as  it  can,  and  then  go  hide  under  a rock.  But  Mr.  Snail  doesn’t 
worry  about  what  will  happen  after  death,  if  he  will  or  will  not  go  to  Snail  Heaven.  So  for 
nature,  the  purpose  of  life.  ..is  simply  to  remain  alive. 

Wendy  was  pretty  sure  that  wouldn’t  hold  water  as  an  intelligent  thesis  for  her 
paper,  but  it  helped  her  put  things  into  perspective.  The  whole  concept  of  humans 
being  above  nature  was  total  crap.  Nature  served  its  purpose  and  it  did  not  need  a 
higher  intelligence  to  do  it.  Yet  humans  took  their  intellect,  analyzed  their  purpose  to 
death,  and  concluded  that  it  must  be  something  grandiose. 

So  then  what?  I don’t  know.  Wish  I could  be  at  a party  right  now. . .partying  with 
Captain  Morgan.  Wasn’t  Mark  supposed  to  have  one  at  his  apartment  tonight?  Damn  it,  1 
totally  forgot  about  that.  I should  go,  now.  But  even  if  I went  I’d  still  have  to  leave  early  to  fin- 
ish this  stupid  damn  paper.  God,  leaving  early  sucks  so  much.  It’s  totally  not  fair  and  you  miss 
out  on  everything  that  happens  after  you  leave.  Everyone  gets  to  have  a good  time,  and  you 
don’t.  It’s  like  when  you  die,  the  world  goes  on  without  you.  Nothing  stops,  only  you. 

God,  that’s  terrifying.  When  I die,  I will  be  gone,  nonexistent.  I can’t  even  understand 
that.  It’s  like  you’re  asleep,  except  you  don’t  dream,  you  don’t  think,  you’re  completely  not 
there.  You  are  absolutely  nothing.  Your  humanity  has  been  ripped  from  you  because  your  abili- 
ty to  perceive  the  world  is  no  longer  there. 

She  glanced  at  the  clock  and  frowned.  It  was  already  one  in  the  morning.  She 
moved  her  pen  to  her  mouth  and  began  chewing  the  end.  Boy,  was  she  tired.  She 
closed  her  eyes  but  immediately  found  that  wasn’t  such  a good  idea  so  she  grabbed 
for  her  coffee  mug. 

Get  a grip  Hun,  and  more  caffeine.  You’ve  got  to  think  faster.  Okay,  some  people  just 
can’t  swallow  the  idea  of  their  own  personal  existences  ever  having  an  end.  They  want  some- 
thing else  to  be  there  when  they  die.  It  can  be  good;  it  can  be  bad.  But  it  just  can’t  be  nothing- 
ness. It  can’t  be  The  End.  When  you  reach  The  End,  your  purpose  is  all  used  up.  Your  story  is 
over.  What  a wholly  depressing  notion.  There  must  be  some  way  to  bridge  this  gap  between  fear 
and  purpose.  For  everyone’s  sanity,  there  must  be  something! 

The  gap!  That  was  it!  Wendy  shot  up  from  her  lazy  slouch,  grabbed  her  note- 
book and  started  jotting  ideas  frantically.  It  made  sense  now.  It  was  all  about  the  gap 
and  the  bridge  humans  built  to  get  over  it. 

Oh,  I’ve  so  got  you,  stupid  little  connection  between  two  totally  irreverent  concepts! 
Hah!  So  generally  speaking,  humans  think  they  have  souls,  and  that  everything  else  in  nature 
does  not. 

The  soul  was  another  abstract  concept,  another  human  invention,  this 
time  specifically  cooked  up  to  give  humans  a supernatural  entity,  allowing  the 
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possibility  of  an  afterlife. 

But  souls  only  exist  inside  our  own  heads,  and  nowhere  else,  so  without  human  percep- 
tion, souls  wouldn’t  exist! 

Wendy  wrote  frantically  with  handwriting  even  she  could  barely  read.  She 
knew  humans  believed  they  had  souls  and  the  rest  of  nature  didn’t,  because  humans 
were  of  a higher  intelligence.  The  rest  of  nature  had  no  purpose  beyond  surviving, 
but  of  course,  humans  had  to  be  different.  The  concept  of  the  soul  served  as  the 
means  to  curb  the  fear  of  lifelessness,  and  the  beliefs,  laws,  and  customs  created  by 
humans  used  the  soul  and  the  afterlife  to  bridge  the  fear  gap,  together  forming  reli- 
gion. She  wrote  a quick,  point  driven  conclusion  to  her  paper: 

“Therefore,  there  is  no  death  without  life.  There  is  no  life  without  nature.  Nature’s  pur- 
pose is  to  live.  The  separation  between  humans  and  nature  is  that  humans  are  intelligent,  where 
as  nature  is  not.  Intellect  breeds  an  inflation  of  purpose  and  a fear  of  death,  which  creates  a 
gap.  The  concept  of  the  afterlife  fills  that  gap,  allowing  people  to  resume  their  lives  and  what 
they  feel  is  their  purpose.  It’s  just  one  big  circular  flow  that  keeps  the  human  as  content  with 
his  purpose  as  the  tree  is  with  hers.  Unfortunately,  death  is  a by-product  of  the  circle  of  life. 
Religion  is  a social  means  of  solving  that  problem  in  the  minds  of  frightened  people.  Religion 
bridges  the  gap.  ” 

Before  science  discovered  logical  and  psychological  explanations  for  all  the 
gaps  humans  encounter  in  their  daily  lives,  these  gaps  were  often  filled  with  religious 
explanations.  The  supernatural  was  always  there  to  explain  what  could  not  be  under- 
stood or  what  was  difficult  to  accept.  Religion  has  been  the  band  aid  of  the  human 
psyche.  The  uses  of  that  band  aid  vary  from  person  to  person.  Some  people  only  use 
that  band  aid  when  they  feel  wounded,  while  others  expect  it  to  carry  them  through 
life.  Some  people  need  it  to  coerce  them  into  being  good  people.  Others  need  it  to 
help  them  grasp  hold  of  their  fears  of  the  unknown.  Primarily,  it  was  nonexistence 
that  couldn’t  be  grasped. 

Humans  can’t  handle  mortality.  That’s  why  religions  survive - because  people  don’t. 

Wendy  ran  the  spell  check,  and  then  triumphantly  clicked  on  the  ‘Print’  Icon. 
“Yes!”  she  said  aloud.  “Done  and  done.  How’s  that  Mr.  Stupid-Philosophy-Teacher- 
Who-Has-The-Balls-To-Give-A-College-Kid-A-Paper-To-Write-On-A-Good-Party- 
Night?  It’s  all  about  the  gap.”  She  grabbed  her  course  syllabus  to  find  staple  vs. 
paperclip  instructions,  then  suddenly  gave  a shout. 

It  can’t  be!  I’m  reading  this  wrong!  No  way - there’s  no  hope.  It’s  not  even  possible. 

The  library’s  closed.  How  could  I miss  this?  How  can  it  possibly  say  this? 

Include  with  your  essay  three  non-internet  sources  and 
site  them  within  your  work.  In  addition  to  the  essay,  pro- 
vide a bibliography  listing  your  three  sources. 

No  sources,  no  credit . 


Shit. 
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Lunchtime 

By  Derek  Yang 


Across  the  room 

you 

he  lumbers  on  over 

he  looks  around,  and  sees 

he's  big,  he's  round,  he's  large,  he's 

mean 

he  walks  through  the  jungle  of  desks 

a giant  boulder 

crushing  everything  in  his  way 

closer 

closer 

closer 


BAM 

it's  all  over 
in  an  instant 

he's  in  your  face 

nothing  physical 

not  a push  or  shove 

not  a punch 

surely  not  a kick 

nothing  verbal 

no  name  calling 

no  teasing 

a drop  of  crystal  from  your  eye 
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Your  pepperonis,  from  that  Lunchable,  are  missing 


Safari 

By  Ni  colette  Augustyn 


There  we  were  tracking  a lion  on  the  prowl, 
edging  closer  and  closer  towards  danger. 

A swooshing  noise  is  heard  from  deep  within  the  cornfield. 

We  stop... 

We  stare  into  the  field,  hoping  with  telekinetic  powers  to  make  it  go  away. 
We  hear  the  sound  again. 

Our  breath  heaves  loudly. 

Our  pace  quickens,  as  we  count. 

One,  two,  three... 

We're  off  racing  over  the  boards  that  separate  houses  from  the  cornfield. 

We  run,  with  the  lions  and  tigers  and  bears  after  us. 

Oh  my! 

What  are  we  going  to  do? 

Run  Brittany,  Run  for  the  shed! 

Go!Go!Go! 

Just  then  something  has  my  foot. 

I'm  falling,  being  taken  hostage. 

I turn  to  find  my  foot  stuck  on  a nail 
blood,  seeping  through  my  canvas  shoe. 

Suddenly  there  is  a searing  pain  in  my  foot. 

Oh  no!  I thought,  the  lion  has  me  and  he's  eating  my  foot. 

I look  up  and  Brittany  is  trying  to  move  me 

The  nail  is  ripping  further  into  my  shoe,  the  lion's  teeth  deeper  into  my  foot, 
unable  to  retrieve  me  from  the  lion's  mouth, 

she  unties  the  shoe  and  takes  me  by  my  hands  and  drags  me  to  the  shed. 

We  made  it. 

We're  safe. 

Mom  calls,  "Time  for  Brittany  to  go  home." 
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Weathered  Fair  View 

By  Christopher  Schmitt 
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Photograph 


Left  Margin  Film  Noir 

By  Winslow  Vanchelay 


Lefty  said  bring  it  on, I brung  it  on  old  slim  don't  chu  know. 

I gotta  ring  up  Slim  Shady  .turn  out  his  old  lady.Man  I mean  bring  the 
hyperbole  center  ring  the  rabble  rousers  front  and  center  .as  it  turns  out  none 
of  us  walks.  Brought  up  on  Federal,  some  talked,  laying  out  the  beans. 

Others,  brung  their  big  sister, 

Me  I walk  with  the  weight  of  the  moon.  I can  still  see  the  crisp  vermilion,  a 
share  in  the  lions  den. 

Fourteen  point  bullshit  all  in  a row.  Little  Ladies  lined  in  fabric  satin  and 
swirl  .Imagine  sixteen  verses  in  a row.  Sojourn  with  me  awhile.  We'll  chug 
along,  some  spaceship  in  the  kicked  up  universal  undoing  of  symbols. 

blurring  in  this  last  cascading  thimble  of  this  vexing 
libation.  I find  the  way  out  of  the  woods.  A low  spot  around  the  river 
running  like  a fever.  Page  down  the  incision  below  the  navel. 

Me  ,I’ll  let  loose  the  nomenclature  ,this  last  decision  in  the  foyer  of  the  mind. 
A low  spot  in  the  fabric  of  time.  A jip  to  the  boys  in  Harlem. 

They  run  me  to  the  ground.  Took  my  nelson  ,sookie  sue  to  headless 
instruction  filtering  from  headquarters.  A hind  less  search  and  rescued 
denizen  factored  to  low  rent  districts. 

In  the  time  of  our  lives. 

Footnote:  Write  as  if  the  hounds  of  hell  gotta  catch  you  first. 

I've  sutured  up  for  the  sabbatical.  Man,  you  jest  the  b and  b. 

Left  margin  film  noir.  The  great  escape  up  the  pipe. 

A rudimentary,  yet  a vital  x factor  of  beatnik  persuasion. 

I mean  lemonade  lorry  lit  the  bezique's  with  a certain  vibrato; 

A sense  of  arriving  at  the  outskirts  of  a larger  periphery. 

Arriving  at  the  Laurie  in  due  course.  A schism  in  the  olfactory, 

Some  late  revelation  charged  in  chaos,  .Man  ,you  baked  your  sonnet 
in  layered  jaded  vegetable  soiree.  Show  me  the  right  cross 

In  the  moonlight  ,I'll  show  you  mine  .We'll  realize  this  ending 
As  more  than  a recollection. 

II 

In  the  film  noir, there's  bristling  innuendo  , 

Low  level  characters  disappear  in  the  mountains. 

Over  600  feet  to  the  ravine  .Man  I gotta  say  it's  ugly, 

But  it  sure  clears  up  messy  situations. 


I'll  admit  the  Pollack  was  good  with  the  Francisco. 
You  can't  swim  out  with  the  wears.  We  roll  security 
As  soon  as  Festus  rises  with  the  chores. 

Until  then>  cleft  margin  film  noir,  small  print  , 
finite  color,  shafts  if  light  in  an  afternoon 
Curling  up  the  breezeway  before  nightfall. 

as  the  gates  fall  over  the  city  and  division 
Of  light  casts  it's  loom  in  buildings 
Breaking  in  the  sun. 

A shaft  of  pale  in  the  theatre, 

The  subject  falls  deeper 
In  the  movie. 

No  sense  rolling  off  canyons 
South  of  Angels. 

Better  left  to  starlets 
High  on  bennies. 

I'll  pause  the  rewind, 

Recapture  the  moment 
Left  to  celluloid. 

Never  mind  the  blase'  subplot. 

The  cinematography  of  the  intro. 

The  worn  out  hustlers, 

Appear  at  the  end  frame. 

When  things  first  get  interesting. 

Some  minor  subtext  in  the  film  noir- 
Starlets  come  out  at  night. 

Their  stirring  causes  mountains 
To  rise  out  of  cities  wheeling  with  gulls 
Never  forget  the  drink  of  water, 

Your  thirst.  The  dry  desert. 

{pan  to  black  and  white  skyscrapers. 

The  long  shadow  in  the  room, 

Cast  only  by  a camera  and  imagination. 

Fade  to  black} 
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Lake  Effect  Snow 

by  David  Beeching 


Ribbons  of  snow,  lake  effect  snow 
curl  around  the  house  and  roof 
making  them  thrum  with  sullen  energy. 

Inside  we  are  warm  by  our  fire; 

Within  ourselves  and  unable  to  relate. 

The  Earth  is  humming  to  itself. 

My  sparrows,  my  beloved  sparrows, 
suddenly  decide  the  barren  thicket  tree 
is  really  not  the  place  to  be. 

And  they  rush  to  the  warming  shelter 
of  our  high  backyard  evergreen  hedge 
standing  like  a deep  thick  wall. 

The  strong  angled  branches 
so  roofed  with  snow. 

The  tiny  birds  burrow 

deep  within  with  a rush  of  wings 

and  a splintering  of  white  powder. 

They  are  gone  deep  deep  inside. 

God  love  those  sparrows,  tiny  dirt-grey  creatures. 
With  uncontained  happiness, 
now  they  decide  to  have  a group  song 
in  celebration  of  the  bitter  weather. 

Suddenly  from  the  smoky  day,  a spark  of  a song. 
Would  it  be  we  all  should  have  such  a spirit. 
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Affetuoso 

By  Clayton  Adams 

The  silent  words  we  spoke  soul  deep 

were  spoken  like  music  speaks.  Upon  the  air 

they  flew  to  be  heard,  only  to  delight  our  ears 

until  their  resonance  reached  our  hearts  and  cried 

dry  tears;  let  it  all  go.  Our  energy  released 

and  absorbed  into  spinning,  steady  moving  swirls 

that  spun  us  both  where  time  is  gone 

and  music's  euphony  is  strong  as  breathing 

breath  like  songs  too  long  unsung,  by  singers' 

lips  and  tongues  that  sang  of  honey  slick 

and  sweet  that  flowed  like  streams  trickling  on  silken 

velvet  surfaces  until  we  swam  and  sank,  into  deep,  warm  seas. 

Silent  songs  we  sang  without  refrain 

from  silent  words  that  came  to  silent  pain. 


Autumnal  Window 

By  Clayton  Adams 


A fire-cloud  montage  assembled  in  secret, 

The  canopy  canvas  holds  its  masterpiece, 
a million  Vermillion  sienna  paper  tints, 
a thousand  thousand  orange  and  ochre  paints 
that  rain  like  parched  confetti,  living  once 
like  venous  parasites  whose  napping  host 
left  them  dry,  whose  sun  slowed  their  blood, 
finger  tips  fluttering  from  skyward  verdance 
like  tumbling  children  rolling  down  a hill, 
melt  into  their  source  and  sleep  a season. 
Returning  to  the  master's  palate,  brushes  clean 
await  the  strokes  that  swirl  a different  scene. 
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The  Day  That  Never  Happened 

by  Joshua  Ziemann 


to  morn  I cross  a threshold  dear 
a-soak  with  wine  of  utter  hope 
fermented  fruit  of  love  in  fear 
through  darkness  for  your  hand  I grope 

for  fully  one  un-tinctured  day 
I coughed  on  turgid  water  dun 
though  tempest  tossed,  awash  in  splay 
I burned  quite  dry  beneath  no  sun 

your  silence  sword  can  never  pierce 
nor  render  me  a fate  so  fair 
as  rend  from  me  this  love  so  fierce 
and  eyes  so  soaked  from  utter  care 

for  You  I clawed  and  called  today 
to  slash  vain  hope  and  simply  let  me  die 


Frayed  Edges 

by  Maureen  Tolman  Flannery 

She  is  a truculent  girl 

on  the  frayed  edges  of  several  worlds. 

She  loves  the  parents  she  does  not  resemble, 
knows  the  chrome-hard  kids  she  hangs  with 
whose  souls  are  nothing  like  her  own, 
studies  among  those  who  live  nearby 
and  thinks  she  doesn't  look  like  one  of  them. 

She  curses  away  the  people  she  most  cares  about 
and  fills  the  voided  space  with  safe  replacements. 

With  her  little-girlness  wandering 
and  seldom  coming  back, 
she  covers  her  darkness  in  black 
and  sometimes  cuts  for  color  - 
hibiscus  crimson. 

And  sometimes  cuts  to  see 

the  secret  Mayan  blood  that  travels 

back  roads  beneath  her  skin. 
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Wedding  Poem  (for  a sister  at  marriage) 

By  Jason  Snart 

i. 

Images  ensconced  in  memory.  Not  like  images  on  a movie  screen 
But  like  those  blurs,  and  scuffs,  and  scars  that  share  the  screen 
Those  intangible,  intractable,  unintelligent  marks, 
those  remains  of  wear  that  we  look  past 
To  the  action  and  actors,  unfolding  like  a dream. 

These  scuffs  are  the  ones  I carry  -a  suitcase-  do  you  remember 
A leaden  pencil  mark  of  road,  shivering  in  the  summer  sun 
straight  as  the  architect's  line,  from  our  small  world 
to  another  small  world,  territory  provinces  wide 

From  Alberta  to  Manitoba;  such  places  names,  though,  were  the  province 

Of  adult  minds;  what  we  knew  was  the  prairie  of  the  backseat 

Two  packages  of  felt  markers,  a Sony  Walkman,  papers,  napkins,  sunglasses, 

The  colors  blue,  red,  black  or  green,  I think, 

an  invisible  wall  that  could  make  us  voiceless 

And  yet  pretending  to  smoke  the  felt  markers,  yes,  like  cigarettes 

Speaking  a language  we  pretended  was  French;  how  exotic, 

Our  sheltered  clutch  on  the  highway  became  some  salon, 
some  cafe,  which  must  have  been,  not  a far  memory, 

But  a distant  projection,  as  we  would  travel  separately  to  Paris 
And  speak  French,  the  real  French,  to  those  who  cared,  or  didn't  care. 

Were  there  secrets  we  spoke  in  our  un-language 

too  secret  for  anyone  else  to  know,  too  secret  even 

to  be  spoken,  to  be  admitted.  Something  deciphered  later,  but 

still  unspoken.  Something  like,  "I'm  glad 

you  are  with  me  in  this  car,  traveling  to  Dauphin  and  Carberry,  to  play 
with  old  toys,  and  watch  old  people  we  love  and  misunderstand." 

II. 

You  might  think  I would  be  charged  at  the  battery  of  language, 

Having  a degree,  and  all,  in  language;  but  by  degrees, 
language  and  I have  fallen  off,  a trail  separation;  language,  I hear, 
is  doing  fine,  meeting  new  people,  traveling,  hitting  the  town,  drunk 
and  loud  on  its  newfound  excitability.  This  is  what  I hear,  at  any  rate. 
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So  I've  struggled,  of  course,  missing  the  words  that  seemed,  at  one  point, 
So  easy,  like  a language  you  could  invent  with  a best  friend, 

Like  a fountain  pen  was  really  a fountain,  and  like  to  write  was  just 
to  live  wildly  and  report  on  what  happens.  I've  struggled 

with  what  a speech  like  this  would  look  like,  sound  like,  feel  like 
unfolding  before  you,  as  we  might  unfold  a map  and  point  to  this, 
that,  and  the  other;  but  this  map,  this  language, 

is  a poor  map,  poor  language,  overused  in  circling  around  the  unspoken 

and  roads  have  disappeared  in  worn  out  creases, 

proper  folds  and  improper  folds;  places  submerged  in  spilled  coffee. 

But  I think  you  might  recognize  some  of  this; 

at  least  the  rough  basement  that  worlds  build 

as  they  build  us  and  collect  us  in  our  own  recollection. 

Remember  this,  then,  as  what  will  become  future  memory. 

Remember  to  say,  now,  I love  you,  I care  for  you,  I appreciate  you, 

I need  you,  I watch  you,  I hear  you,  to  all  the  people 
who  are  woven  together  as  a text  and  a textile, 
a fabric  you  might,  some  wintry  third-floor  night,  pull  around  you- 
it  will  become  a warm  ocean  of  memories. 

III. 

Trespasses,  disbelief,  mistrust,  and  jealousy, 

Anger,  forgiveness,  fear  and  joy.  Revelation 

Like  a shattering  windshield;  these  are  the  creatures  that  shuffle 

Through  our  sinew  and  bones;  in  the  bruised  heart, 

in  the  gut,  in  the  place  before  languages,  before  sight. 

What  happens  to  these  untold  stories,  these  pieces  of  glass? 

They  become 

wishes,  wished  in  aspirations  that  sound 

like  wind  through  the  palmettos,  like  an  ocean 

against  the  coast,  or  a pine  tree 

outside  your  window;  the  old  poplars  and  elms 

are  centuries  in  a grand  history  of  backyards.  A wish 

for  love  and  happiness  and  for  all  the  creatures 

whose  voiceless  shuffling  ties  our  bodies  together. 

If  you  are  in  a far  place,  under  a constant,  grand-motherly  moon 
hear  this  wish  in  the  sound  of  wind  across  the  prairie  of  wheat 
that  will  always  be  our  home.  See  it  bend  in  the  gesture 
of  giving  and  listening  and  prayer. 


Cerro  Gordo  Ore  Car  Railroad 

by  Frank  M.  Jackowiak 
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2003,  San  Juan  Comalapa,  Guatemala 

by  Wilda  Morris 


2003,  San  Juan  Comalapa,  Guatemala 

massacres  mass  graves 

massive  numbers  of  missing  persons 

decades  of  denial 

down  a steep  slope 
near  the  pines 

at  an  abandoned  army  base,  forensic  archeologist  dig 
silence 

dirt-caked  skeletons  appear 

face  down  hands  tied  behind  backs 

roots  and  soil  inside  stiff  shirts  and  pants 

all  that's  left 

a brother's  gasp  a wife's  keening 
a mother's  high-pitched  moan 

pine  needles,  flower  petals  are  formed  into  altars  candles  burn  at  the  lip 
of  the  excavation 

but  no  one  knows  if  even  now 
they  are  safer  than  those  who  lie 
in  this  macabre  hole 
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Seventh  Grade  Math 

By  Nim  Patel 


That  evil  snare  lasered  into  me 

I turned  my  head  to  avoid  eye  contact 

Craters  textured  his  flabby  cheeks 

"Ha  ha  ha,"  like  Santa's  evil  grin 

duck-like  waddle,  a Krispy  Kreme-filled  belly 

he'd  sense  fear  and  pick  his  victims  that  way 

sent  to  the  board  a march  of  embarrassment 

in  front  of  the  whole  class,  to  get  the  answer  wrong 

"YOU'RE  WRONG!" 

it  seemed  to  bring  joy  to  him  and  he'd  zoom  in 
long  porcupine  eyebrows  scrunched  together 
forming  hills  on  his  scarlet  forehead 
a single  vein  popped  out,  he  was  fuming 
out  of  fear  I triple-checked  my  homework 
I had  everything  hammered  in  to  me 
just  to  avoid  mortification  before  my  peers 
reminiscing,  I never  knew  math 
as  well  as  I did  then. 
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Lipservice 

By  Anthony  Opal 

Let's  just  be  quiet  for  a while 

and  lay  here  on  the  beach 

letting  the  water  wash  up  onto  our  feet. 

Trusting  the  waves  won't  hate  us  if  we  don't  talk  about  them  the  whole  time 
as  they  tickle  our  toes. 

Seriously,  I don't  want  to  discuss  the  molecular  structure  of  H2o. 

I just  want  to  he  here  on  my 

back,  with  you,  trusting  the  ocean  will  not  cease  to  be  the  ocean 

the  moment  we  shut 

our  mouths 

and  love  It  deeply. 


Lightning  Rods 

By  Wilda  Morris 

The  first  lightning  rod 
at  the  first  university 
in  Europe  was  installed 
at  Bologna  by  physicist 
Laura  Bassi,  herself 
s lightning  rod 
for  those  not  willing 
to  abandon  a Cartesian 
view  of  the  natural  world 
or  accept  a woman 
as  full  professor 
and  Benedictina  to  advise 
and  educate  the  Pope. 
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Some  kind  of  Grave 

By  Kamil  David  Leoniuk 


Somewhere  deep  in  Wyoming 
there  is  an  old  cemetary  with  the 
closest  town  being  50  miles  away 
no  one  lives  within  those  boundries. 
There  are  no  roads  leading  to  the  cemetary. 
To  get  there,  you  walk. 

The  tundra-like  surroundings  don’t  help. 
The  cemetary  is  small  and  plain. 
There  are  no  trees,  there  is  no  gate. 

There  are  no  tomb  stones. 

No  one  was  buried  there  on  purpose. 
The  only  ones  who  rest  there, 
are  the  ones  who  seek  it. 


Pulling  Away 

By  Madeline  DeRose 

He  giggled  at  my  old,  turquois  ring 

Worn  on  my  toe  because  it  was  too  small  anywhere  else. 

Twirling  thru  an  alluring  array  of  lemon  colored  flowers. 

His  eyes  piercing  my  heart  and  creeping  into  my  head. 

He’s  tried  to  tap  into  me  with  his  noisy  presence  just 
Like  a radio  screaming  with  rock  ‘n’  roll  songs. 

I am  torn  with  the  idea  that  his  heart  is  crying  for  me. 
Because  he  tastes  like  lemons. 
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The  Puddle 

By  John  J.  Gordon 

A brief  but  vicious  thunderstorm  had  blown  through  the  previous  day.  Now,  only  a 
few  small  puddles  remained  in  the  parking  lot  outside  my  office.  Passing  the  window, 

I was  startled  by  a flurry  of  activity  at  the  largest  of  these  puddles.  A sparrow  was 
furiously  flapping  its  wings  as  it  alternately  immersed  then  withdrew  its  body  from  the 
water.  I chuckled  as  I compared  this  bird's  aquatic  ritual  with  my  own,  when  I was 
exploring  a new  body  of  water. 

As  I was  about  to  return  to  more  meaningful  tasks,  another  sparrow  arrived,  cautious- 
ly approaching  the  same  puddle.  There  was  plenty  of  room  for  both  birds  but  the  first 
one  was  not  about  to  share  its  space.  As  the  intruder  hopped  closer,  the  first  bird  shift- 
ed into  full  battle  mode,  attacking  with  its  beak  and  wings.  I counted  four  attempts 
before  the  second  bird  gave  up  and  was  driven  off.  That  entire  sequence  lasted  about 
one  minute.  The  first  sparrow  finished  its  recreation,  then  flew  off.  The  parking  lot 
was  quiet.  No  other  birds  came  to  enjoy  the  water. 

Pondering  what  I had  seen,  I was  impressed  by  the  steely  resolve  the  original  bird  had 
exhibited,  defending  its  territory.  True,  a great  deal  of  energy  was  expended  by  the 
two  birds  during  the  fight,  whereas  a small  compromise  by  the  first  bird  would  have 
avoided  this  confrontation.  I admire  steely  resolve  but  when  it  excluded  any  possibili- 
ty of  accommodation,  it  was  troublesome.  My  feelings  shifted  toward  criticism  of  the 
first  bird  for  its  unwillingness  to  share.  How  like  so  many  humans  who  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances would  react  with,  "I  was  here  first,  get  out,"  or  'Til  beat  you  up  if  you 
trespass  on  my  property."  Sadly,  I concluded  I had  witnessed  selfish  and  aggressive 
behavior. 

Turning  back  to  my  work,  it  struck  me.  The  intruder  had  not  been  willing  to  wait, 
even  a short  time,  to  take  its  turn  in  the  puddle.  Nor  had  it  gone  to  any  of  the  other 
smaller  puddles  in  the  lot.  I was  puzzled.  Slowly  I began  to  piece  together  what  had 
really  happened.  That  intruder  truly  never  wanted  to  frolic  in  the  water.  It  simply 
wanted  to  possess  what  another  bird  already  had.  Talk  about  a human  trait!  Too 
many  times  I had  seen  people  crave  other's  possessions,  not  out  of  need  but  out  of 
intemperate  desire.  This  little  incident  was  the  second  bird's  fault  as  it  displayed  cov- 
etousness and  jealousy. 

I admit  I was  somewhat  confused  about  which  bird  was  guilty.  But,  in  that  brief  pud- 
dle incident,  I knew  those  birds  had  played  out  nature's  version  of  one  of  mankind's 
great  struggles;  the  quest  to  live  peacefully  together  by  sharing  resources.  And  no  one 
could  deny  there  had  been  flashes  of  selfish,  aggressive  behavior  as  well  as  covetous- 
ness and  jealousy;  an  emphatic  depiction  of  some  of  our  less  noble  traits.  It  was  quite 
a lesson! 


Or  maybe,  I saw  what  always  happens  with  two  birds  and  one  puddle. 
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Untitled  2 

By  Amanda  Crane 


Photograph 


In  which  there  is  a place  that  has  weather 
like  yesterday  a lot 

by  David  Thomas 


My  father  couldn't  organize  a three-car  funeral. 
That's  how  mother  and  I came  to  miss  hers'. 

After  the  memorial  I rode  ahead  in  the  hearse 
with  Buddy  Coffee,  the  funeral  director. 

My  father  was  to  bring  the  minister  in  his  car, 
and  the  others  would  follow.  Mother  expressly 
did  not  want  to  be  buried  in  Pilot  River, 
so  father  had  made  arrangements  for  her  elsewhere. 
On  the  river  road  Buddy  and  I talked 
about  baseball,  women  and  beer,  always 
expecting  to  catch  my  father  and  the  others 
in  the  rear  view  mirror. 

A twelve  o'clock  memorial  didn't  get  us  to 
the  cemetery  until  past  three  in  the  afternoon. 

To  be  unexpected  was  the  capper. 

Buddy  made  a phone  call,  and  then  came 
back  out  to  the  hearse.  "We  might  as  well 
find  us  some  dinner:  Your  father  gave  me 
the  wrong  cemetery."  Before  Buddy  could  walk 
around  to  the  driver's  side  I slid  across 
the  seat  and  put  the  hearse  into  gear. 

I watched  Buddy  in  the  rear  view  mirror, 
hands  in  his  pockets,  resigned  to 
spending  the  night  in  a motel. 

I got  mother  back  to  Pilot  River  just  after 
dinnertime.  There  wasn't  anyone  outside, 
although  I could  hear  a lawnmower  a block  over. 

I backed  the  hearse  around  to  the  backdoor 
and  pulled  the  coffin  out,  leaning  it  against 
the  house.  I got  some  tools  out  from 
the  garage  and  worked  open  the  lid.  Mother  was 
there,  undisturbed.  I said,  "Father  made 
a mistake,  so  we  can't  bury  you  today. 

Come  inside  the  house  and  I'll  fix  some  lemonade." 

She  took  my  arm  and  we  went  inside 

to  sit  in  the  cool  of  the  shade  of  the  kitchen. 
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Every  Poem 

By  Jason  Ahlenius 

every  poem  is  a scar 

where  the  painful  pen  strokes  serve  to  cover 
each  cut  to  our  dignity 

and  on  shelves  like  bubbling,  wretched  jars  of  acid 
they  wait  on  the  page  to  be  rediscovered 
reopening  the  laceration  and  seething  in  pure  pain 
given  time  it  will  heal  and  the  words  will  fade 
but  the  scar  still  remains 

every  poem  is  a light 

and  frankly  mine  is  a 5-watt  bulb 

while  I watch  searchlights  sweeping  the  streets 

uncovering  the  decay  and  corruption  within  the  city 

and  I seat  myself  in  a play 

and  watch  the  stage  lights  shed  new  meaning  on  life  and  beauty 

outside  around  the  bonfire  the  poets  dance 

with  their  luridly  glowing  forms  celebrating  new  life  in  the  song 

while  a field  of  millions  of  lights  is  cast  across  the  city 

reflecting  the  sea  of  burning  stars  of  the  black  sky 

forming  eternal  constellations  that  guide  the  explorer  by  night 

from  the  dimly  lit  corner  of  a forgotten  room  shines  my  nightlight 

every  poem  is  a comma 
a pause  in  the  life  of  the  poet 
wherein  he  stops  and  looks  about 
takes  in  a breath 

as  he  observes  the  atrophy  we  are  speeding  towards 
his  car  comes  to  a halt  in  his  backyard 
to  notice  a flower 

or  maybe  a child  who  has  never  been  there  before 

or  perhaps  he  has  been  hidden  away  in  his  secret  tree  house 

beneath  the  very  nose  of  the  poet 

in  midstride  while  retreating  from  a torrent 

of  raging  rhinoceroses 

he  stops 

pulls  out  a golden  quill 
and  finds  it  a safety  valve 

to  quench  the  fires  of  tension  that  redden  behind  his  eyes 
or  maybe  he  even  hesitates 
for  the  snap  of  the  boss’  finger 
to  notice  that  yes 

there  are  still  storm  clouds  in  the  evening  sky 
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Fight  the  Good  Fight 

By  Molly  Wilmes 

Punch  me  in  the  lip 
And  I'll  sock  you  in  the  face 
Breathe  all  down  your  neck 

You  advance 
I'll  back  away 

I'll  grab  your  arm 

Twisting  your  torso  your  fast  stride  halted 

You'll  grab  my  neck 

It  flows  fast  like  one  movement 

Hit  me  and  I'll  hit  you  back 

Punch  me  into  my  corner 

I will  shrink  and  sink  right  under 

You 

Singe  me  and  I'll  burn  you 
Tar  me  and  leave  me  in  the  street 
Such  beautiful  bruises  oh 

Oh  these  lover's  quarrels  so  overripe  with  drama 
I awaken 

Strangled  and  stuck  to  the  road 
With  hickeys  and  purple  contusions 
Under  the  tar 
After  I'm  home 

When  I came  to 

You  pulled  some  of  my  hair  out 

And  kissed  my  scalp  where  it  was  bare 

Like  you  were  sucking  out  the  contents  of 

My  little  head 

My  elbows  are  scabbed  and  some  tar  stuck  in 
The  healing  skin 
After  it  was  bloody 
Before  I bathed 

You've  got  a bruise 

And  some  fingernail  scratches 

You  say  your  ears  ring  from  why 


Melt 

By  Kathleen  Ward 

Really,  it  hadn’t  been  a good  day  from  the  start.  One  of  those  days  when  you  get 
home  from  one  job  and  have  about  five  minutes  to  get  ready  for  the  next.  Then  the  shower 
takes  forever  to  get  warm,  you  don’t  have  enough  time  to  blow  dry  your  hair  so  a frizzled 
blob  gets  in  your  eyes  while  you’re  frantically  searching  for  your  keys,  and  you  suddenly 
realize  you  didn’t  wash  the  ice  cream  off  your  apron  from  the  night  before.  By  the  time 
you’re  finally  in  your  car,  you’re  already  late,  putting  on  your  makeup  while  you  call  your 
boss,  hoping  he’s  in  a good  mood.  And  at  every  stoplight,  you’re  trying  to  tie  your  filthy 
work  shoes  without  letting  go  of  the  brake.  Yeah,  one  of  those  days. 

“Tough  shift  at  Marti’s?”  Danny  asks  as  you  walk  into  the  small  building.  He’s  sit- 
ting on  a stool  behind  the  counter,  doing  nothing  as  usual. 

“Shut  up,”  you  say,  stuffing  your  purse  into  a drawer  beneath  the  cash  register.  You 
throw  your  apron  over  your  head  and  tie  it  behind  you  as  you  walk  to  the  time  clock  in  the 
back  room.  Your  greasy  boss  sits  at  his  cluttered  desk  counting  a large  stack  of  bills.  You 
notice  his  large  legs  below  the  desk,  suffocating  a black  briefcase.  He  is  such  an  idiot,  you 
think  silently.  Too  bad  he  owns  the  place. 

“Hey  Susie  Snowflakes,”  your  boss  says  with  a sickening  grin,  revealing  his  crooked 
teeth.  His  lips  roll  up  like  two  squirming  worms  and  he  winks.  “Glad  you  could  make  it.” 

You  almost  choke.  “I  always  make  it,  you  know  that,”  you  say  as  you  punch  your 
card  and  leave  him  as  quickly  as  you  can,  wanting  desperately  to  avoid  his  eyes.  You  know 
it’s  your  own  fault,  working  at  a place  with  no  other  female  employees.  You’ve  never  really 
figured  out  why  that  is.  Your  boss  hired  you  for  your  tits,  that’s  pretty  clear.  But  that  doesn’t 
explain  Danny,  or  Patrick,  or  Sean  for  that  matter.  And  they  all  work  way  more  than  you,  in 
hours  that  is.  As  far  as  you  know,  there  isn’t  any  relation  between  them,  and  in  your  opin- 
ion, they’re  all  stupid,  lazy  pieces  of  shit  when  it  comes  to  work.  How  hard  is  it,  really,  to 
scoop  ice  cream? 

It  doesn’t  take  you  long  to  figure  out  that  this  particular  day  is  destined  to  suck.  All 
the  ice  cream  is  frozen  stiff,  in  that  “too  hard  to  scoop”  way.  You  assume  that  someone 
turned  the  freezer  down  too  far  the  night  before,  so  you  turn  it  up.  Three  hours  later  you 
look  again  and  the  ice  cream  is  super  mushy,  which  doesn’t  make  much  sense  since  you 
barely  changed  the  temperature.  You  turn  it  down  again,  deciding  that  it’s  better  to  have  it 
super  hard  than  dreadfully  soft. 

Then  the  ice  cream  shop  becomes  surprisingly  crowded,  which  you  honestly  don’t 
understand.  You  didn’t  expect  a lot  of  business,  and  your  checkbook  is  sitting  in  your  purse, 
just  waiting  to  be  balanced.  To  add  to  your  stress,  Danny  is  freaking  out.  He  has  no  interest 
in  the  customers  and  will  do  whatever  he  can  to  get  them  out  of  the  place  as  soon  as  is 
humanly  possible. 

“Can  I taste  the  strawberry?”  a small  girl  asks,  her  pudgy  cheeks  shoved  into  a smile 
that  to  most  would  think  adorable,  but  to  Danny,  is  annoying  as  hell. 

“Yeah  kid,  sure.”  He  hands  her  a tiny  plastic  spoon  with  barely  any  strawberry  ice 
cream  on  it,  which  you  realize  is  partially  your  fault  since  the  ice  cream  is  so  stiff.  You’d  feel 
bad,  except  you’re  trying  to  scoop  bigger  scoops  for  older  customers,  and  its  taking  you  way 
more  energy.  Again,  you  can’t  help  wonder  why  your  boss  would  hire  a whiner  like  Danny. 

“Okay,  I want... I want  chocolate  now.  No,  bubble  gum.  Yeah,”  she  says,  reaching  her 
chubby  arm  as  high  up  the  counter  as  she  can,  spoon  thrust  out  at  Danny. 

“You  only  get  one  taste,”  he  says  to  her.  “You  have  to  buy  ice  cream.  I’m  not  just  giv- 
ing it  to  you.” 
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“Last  time  I was  here,  the  ugly  man  gave  me  tons  of  tastes.  He  said  it  was  okay!” 

“I  didn’t.  I say  you  have  to  buy  your  little  tastes.” 

“I  don’t  want  to,”  she  protests. 

“Kid,  there’s  three  inches  of  snow  outside.  Go  eat  that!” 

“No.” 

“Yes.” 

“No.  No.  No.  No.  No.  No.  No.  No....” 

She  doesn’t  actually  stop  saying  ‘no’  until  Danny  finally  caves  in,  hands  her  a giant 
cup  of  bubblegum  ice  cream,  and  tells  her  to  get  the  hell  out.  She  does  of  course,  and  just  to 
piss  him  off  more,  she  skips. 

After  that,  business  stays  slow,  thank  god.  Around  ten  you  start  to  work  on  your  side 
work,  closing  up  the  cardboard  ice  cream  tubs  and  cleaning  the  counter.  There  are  crumbs 
everywhere  from  the  sugar  cones,  and  the  cups  need  to  be  restocked.  And  Danny  is  now 
back  on  his  stool,  of  course.  You  spot  an  ice  cream  blob  on  the  floor  next  to  him-  one  of 
those  expensive  waffle  cones  not  far  from  the  melted  mess. 

“I  dropped  it.  I was  busy.” 

You  really  want  to  slap  him.  And  he  won’t  clean  it  either,  since  he’s  closing  the  cash 
register.  You  wish  Patrick  or  Sean  could  be  working  instead.  Those  two  at  least  have  balls 
and  act  somewhat  like  men.  Sure,  when  Patrick  worked,  he  stayed  in  the  back  with  the  boss, 
and  Sean  typically  made  out  with  his  slutty  girlfriends  on  the  couch  in  the  back  hallway,  but 
at  least  they  didn’t  pussy  foot  around  the  shop,  making  messes  and  whining  like  two  year 
olds. 

But  it’s  not  Danny  that  really  pisses  you  off.  It’s  your  boss,  coming  onto  the  floor 
and  saying,  “We’re  shutting  down  early  tonight,  so  close  up  now.  Tomorrow  we’re  going  to 
stay  open  an  extra  hour.” 

“What?”  you  ask.  “I’ve  got  stuff  I’ve  got  to  take  care  of  tomorrow.  There’s  no  way  I 
can  stay.” 

“An  extra  hour’s  gonna  kill  you?  You’ll  get  out  of  here  by  nine  thirty  tonight.  What 
do  you  have  to  do  tomorrow  that  you  can’t  take  care  of  tonight?” 

You  want  to  respond  with  something  clever,  or  at  least  something  that  doesn’t  make 
you  look  like  a pathetic  loser.  You  want  to  say,  “I’m  getting  laid  tomorrow  night,  thank  you 
very  much.  Or  even  that  you  are  going  out  with  some  of  your  friends  to  hit  the  bars.  But  you 
aren’t.  You’re  going  to  veg  in  front  of  your  TV  like  you  do  after  every  exhausting  day  of 
work,  juggling  your  three  different  jobs  during  the  week. 

“Fine.”  You  stand  behind  the  counter  and  watch  as  your  boss  walks  with  Danny 
back  into  the  office.  Clutching  the  scooper  in  your  hands,  you  struggle  against  the  impulse  to 
shove  it  up  his  ass.  Bastard,  you  think.  If  only  I didn’t  need  this  place. 

As  you  set  the  first  chair  on  top  of  the  table,  you  hear  the  bell  and  turn,  surprised 
since  you  were  just  about  the  lock  up  the  front  doors.  Three  well-dressed  men  walk  into  the 
shop.  You  stand  staring  at  them,  momentarily  stunned.  All  three  are  wearing  long,  black 
wool  coats  with  dress  shirt  collars  peaking  out  near  their  thick  necks.  Their  expressions  are 
stern,  cold,  and  collective.  One  shows  signs  of  age  and  intimidating  power  while  the  short 
man  is  horribly  ugly  with  a face  straight  out  of  “The  Texas  Chainsaw  Massacre.”  But  the 
younger  one,  he’s  different.  There’s  a degree  of  kindness  in  his  eyes,  and  he’s  far  better  look- 
ing than  the  other  two.  He  looks  at  you  when  he  enters,  and  he  smiles.  You  say  nothing. 

“Is  your  boss  here?”  the  older  one  asks  sternly,  looking  directly  at  you  with  a threat- 
ening presence.  He’s  tall,  way  taller  than  you,  and  as  soon  as  you  look  up  at  him,  into  his 
eyes,  you  feel  your  knees  buckle.  And  not  in  that  good,  ‘wow  you’re  so  amazing’  way.  You 
are  terrified.  Completely  and  utterly  frightened  by  the  dark,  commanding  man. 
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“He’s... he’s  in  the  back.” 

They  walk  past  you,  clearly  meaning  business.  The  young  man  comes  close  as  he 
walks  by  and  you  find  yourself  drawn  to  him,  his  charisma,  his  body.  You  want  to  be  beside 
him  again.  You  want  him  to  protect  you  and  draw  you  into  his  dark  coat,  shielding  you  from 
the  petrifying  eyes  of  his  leader. 

Once  they  are  out  of  sight,  you  instinctively  think  of  hiding  in  the  bathroom,  but 
then  realize  that  you  are  just  overreacting.  They’re  just  businessmen,  you  think.  Here  to 
make  a deal  of  some  sort.  As  soon  as  you  are  back  behind  the  counter,  you  see  Patrick  and 
Sean  walk  into  the  shop.  “What  the  hell  are  you  guys  doing  here?”  you  ask,  puzzled  by  their 
slinky  entrance. 

“Shut  up,”  Patrick  snaps  with  a hushed  voice.  “You  should  get  out  of  here.” 

“No,”  Sean  says  immediately.  “They’ll  know  something’s  up.” 

“Guys,  what  the  hell  is  going  on  here?  Who  are  they?  What  do  they  want?” 

“I  said  shut  up,  dumb  bitch.  Fuck,  I think  I heard  a door  open.  Susie,  stay  where  you 
are,  and  don’t  move.”  The  two  employees  slink  behind  the  counter  and  stand  against  the 
wall,  right  next  to  the  hallway  entrance.  Now  you’re  really  confused.  Patrick  and  Sean  both 
had  the  night  off.  Why  the  hell  would  they  show  up  acting  like  007  wannabes?  You  look 
down  and  see  that  both  of  them  are  holding  guns  at  their  sides. 

You  almost  scream.  Your  chest  heaves  and  your  heart  starts  beating  madly.  You  sud- 
denly realize  that  this  is  serious,  dangerous,  REAL!  And  they  have  guns,  actual  guns! 

Weren’t  they  exaggerating  the  situation?  What  if  they  did  something  stupid?  You  desperately 
want  to  hide,  to  get  out,  to  get  away.  Why  did  you  have  to  stay?  It  didn’t  make  sense.  Really, 
what  were  they  gonna  do,  shoot  the  guys  talking  with  the  boss?  The  strangers  had  money, 
which  meant  rich  families,  lawyers,  publicity,  cops,  and  all  that  equals  jail-  probably  for  you 
too.  Oh  god,  oh  god,  your  mind  screams.  What  do  I do?  Stand  here?  Wait? 

Suddenly  your  entire  body  leaps  with  the  loudest,  worst  sound  you  have  ever  heard, 
worst  because  you  know  what  the  bang  is.  It’s  followed  immediately  by  a hushed  crack,  and 
then  a thump,  which  can  only  be  something  large  falling  to  the  ground.  You  scream.  You 
scream,  and  you  scream,  and  you  scream.  You  are  against  the  wall,  holding  your  hands  to 
your  cheeks,  feeling  the  terrified  tears  that  stream  down  your  face.  You  can’t  stop,  and  you 
don’t  dare  move. 

Then,  silence,  and  you  stop  crying  immediately.  You  don’t  know  why  either.  You 
stand  as  if  frozen,  looking  around  wildly.  No  one  is  moving.  There’s  no  sound  from  the  back 
room.  Patrick  and  Sean  remain  focused  on  the  hallway,  but  still,  there  is  nothing.  Absolutely 
dreadful  nothing. 

The  three  men  walk  onto  the  floor,  the  short  ugly  man  holding  the  briefcase  that 
your  boss  had  between  his  legs.  All  three  hold  guns,  all  capped  with  what  you  recognize  to 
be  silencers.  Immediately  Patrick  and  Sean  turn,  guns  outstretched,  and  shoot  at  the  men, 
who  part  into  some  sort  of  formation  and  shoot  back.  You  leap  over  and  behind  the  counter, 
the  crack  of  the  gunshots  filling  your  ears  with  an  unimaginable  horror.  You  turn,  just  in 
time  to  see  Sean  get  shot  multiple  times  in  the  chest,  blood  spurting  out  of  him  like  some- 
thing from  a Tarantino  movie.  Patrick  follows  your  lead  but  is  shot  in  the  arm.  He  lands  on 
the  ground  and  leans  back  against  the  counter.  You  collapse  onto  the  floor  next  to  him  but 
grow  nauseous  as  you  watch  the  blood  soak  his  jacket.  He  holds  it  tightly,  his  face  pinched 
in  agony.  “Fuck,”  he  breathes. 

“God  damn  stupid  fucking  idiots,”  you  hear  one  of  the  men  say  from  the  other  side 
of  the  counter. 

“He’s  still  over  there  Dominick,”  another  answers.  “With  the  girl.” 

“Don’t  shoot  the  girl,”  says  the  third  voice. 
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“She’s  a witness,  Gino.  Quit  being  a pretty  boy.” 

“She  doesn’t  have  a fucking  thing  to  do  with  this.” 

“We’ve  got  to  get  that  one  over  there  anyway.” 

“You,  take  care  of  that  son  of  a bitch  over  there.  Gino,  go  find  out  if  there’s  anyone 
else  in  here.” 

You  look  at  Patrick.  “What  do  we  do?”  you  ask,  not  a sound  coming  from  your 

mouth. 

He  looks  at  you,  his  eyes  full  of  horror  and  pain... and  despair.  No,  you  think,  don’t 
give  up  on  me.  Please,  oh  god. 

Patrick  leaps  up,  gun  in  hand,  and  sprints  for  the  door. 

“Hey  Dominick,”  someone  yells,  and  you  see  the  ugly  man  run  past  the  counter. 

“Got  him.”  Patrick  turns  and  fires  blindly  as  he’s  hit  by  the  man’s  bullet  somewhere  in  his 
gut.  His  gun  falls  to  the  ground,  his  body  twitching  and  twisting  on  the  floor.  You  see  the 
older  man,  Dominick,  who  you  are  now  sure  is  the  leader,  walk  slowly  past  the  counter.  You 
know  he’s  going  to  finish  Patrick  off,  and  his  face  makes  it  clear  that  he  will  enjoy  it.  You 
draw  yourself  up  into  a ball,  desperately  wishing  that  you  could  just  disappear.  Don’t  see 
me... please  don’t  look  this  way. 

“Found  him,  watch  out!”  a third  voice  yells  from  the  hallway.  You  know  it’s  the 
younger  man’s  voice,  the  one  called  Gino,  since  it  has  to  be,  and  your  body  is  suddenly  filed 
with  adrenaline.  Now  or  never,  live  or  die,  you  think  as  you  leap  up.  You  run  to  Patrick’s 
body,  looking  behind  you  to  see  Danny  run  into  the  room.  He  grabs  the  short  ugly  one  and 
puts  a gun  to  his  head.  But  Dominick  only  smiles. 

“What  are  you  gonna  do  boy?  Look,  you’ve  pissed  your  pants.” 

You  reach  Patrick  and  turn  to  see  that  Danny’s  pants  are  wet  from  his  crotch  down. 
Gino  runs  into  the  room  and  stops  immediately,  first  looking  at  Danny’s  gun  digging  into 
the  short  man’s  head,  and  then  at  you.  You  look  away  at  Patrick,  pretending  to  coax  him 
into  waking  up,  though  you  know  he’s  already  dead.  Gino  may  look  at  you  differently  but 
he’ll  follow  orders.  Where  is  the  gun?  Where  the  hell  did  it  go? 

“Put  your  guns  down!”  Danny  yells,  looking  back  and  forth  frantically  between 
Dominick  and  Gino. 

“Why?  Do  you  think  you  scare  me,  little  boy?”  Dominick  asks,  his  gun  hanging 
loosely  in  his  hand  by  his  side.  “Fucking  little  prick,”  he  teases,  “pretending  to  be  a big  boy.” 

Oh  god,  Danny,  don’t  listen  to  him,  you  silently  scream.  But  you  don’t  know  what 
Danny  can  do.  You  don’t  know  what  you  can  do.  You  have  to  find  the  gun.  It  has  to  be 
somewhere.  Somewhere! 

But  then  your  hand  closes  over  something  hard  and  cold  underneath  Patrick’s  jacket. 

“Where’s  mommy,  little  fucker,  shall  we  go  find  her?” 

“Shut  up!” 

“Where  is  she?”  Dominick  starts  laughing.  “She’ll  clean  up  your  piss.  Let’s  call 
mommy!” 

“SHUT  UP!” 

Oh  my  god,  you  scream  in  your  mind  as  you  look  back.  NO  DANNY! 

But  before  you  can  do  or  say  anything,  Danny  moves  the  gun  from  the  ugly  man’s 
head  to  point  it  at  Dominick,  who  is  ready  for  it.  He  moves  without  hesitation,  his  gun 
pointing  at  the  center  of  Danny’s  forehead  in  less  than  a second,  and  he  pulls  the  trigger. 

Danny’s  eyes  are  wide,  his  mouth  half  open  as  he  crumples  onto  the  floor,  a bright 
red  dot  just  above  his  eyes.  You  watch  for  a moment  as  a stream  of  blood  flows  the  hole  into 
his  right  eye  and  then  swiftly  down  his  cheek. 

You  sink  your  head  into  Patrick’s  jacket  and  cry.  Your  body  shakes  uncontrollably. 
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For  a moment  you  don’t  know  what  happened,  or  where  you  are.  But  in  a moment  you 
remember,  and  all  you  desire  is  to  forget  again.  Danny  was  your  only  hope.  There  is  no  way 
you  can  get  away  from  all  three  alone.  Looking  desperate  is  now  your  only  chance,  but  that 
doesn’t  really  matter,  since  you  already  are. 

“We’re  gonna  take  these  two  into  the  back  room,”  you  hear  Dominick  say.  “You  take 
care  of  her,  you  understand?” 

Gino  sighs.  “Dominick,  I really  don’t  think-” 

“I  don’t  give  a fuck  what  you  think.  Get  rid  of  her  and  bring  both  back.  We’ve  got  a 
fucking  mess  on  our  hands.” 

You  can  hear  them  moving  around.  They  are  dragging  Danny  and  Sean’s  bodies  back 
into  the  hallway.  You  can’t  understand  why.  What  would  they  do  with  them  in  the  back 
room?  They  are  sick,  you  think,  all  of  them.  Sick,  twisted  murderers. 

“Why  were  they  all  here?”  you  hear  the  ugly  man  ask.  But  nobody  answers  him.  And 
then  you  are  left  in  the  room  with  Patrick’s  body,  and  Gino.  He  is  moving  towards  you, 
slowly.  Gino  does  not  see  you  tighten  your  hand  around  the  gun.  You  try  to  calm  down,  try 
to  breathe  steadily.  But  your  heart  is  beating,  faster  and  faster,  as  each  footstep  nears.  What 
will  you  do?  What  can  you  do?  Closer,  closer.  And  then  he  is  next  to  you,  and  he  stops. 

You  can  do  this,  you  tell  yourself.  Survive.  One.  Two.  Three. 

You  turn  around  and  pull  the  trigger.  A piercing,  horrific  scream  comes  from  your 
mouth  as  the  gun  fires.  You  meant  to  hit  his  heart,  but  instead  the  bullet  hits  him  far  below 
his  ribs.  He  looks  at  you,  surprise  written  across  his  face.  His  hand  moves  to  his  stomach 
already  sopping  with  red  blood.  His  eyes  are  full  of  confusion  and...  No,  you  think,  not 
betrayal.  But  yes,  that’s  exactly  what  it  is.  Then  they  contort  with  pain  and  he  stares  at  his 
hand,  covered  in  his  own  blood. 

“Oh  FUCK!” 

You  both  turn  towards  the  back  room  where  the  shout  comes  from.  Within  a split 
second,  fire  comes  streaming  towards  you  from  the  hallway,  an  explosion  throwing  the  back 
room  walls  into  a mass  of  ash  and  flames.  You  cover  your  face  with  your  arms  but  feel  your- 
self dragged  up.  You  can’t  see  anything  but  fire,  can’t  feel  anything  but  fear  and  that  strong 
grip  on  your  arm.  You  try  to  scream,  but  you  aren’t  able  to  breathe.  Then  the  shadow  in 
front  of  you  flings  himself  into  the  door,  sending  you  both  crashing  to  the  cement  outside 
the  shop.  A second  explosion  erupts,  sending  glass  and  debris  towards  you.  Gino  puts  his 
arm  around  you,  pushing  your  head  into  the  ground.  He  is  protecting  you,  but  you  still  feel 
the  enormous  amount  of  heat,  along  with  the  millions  of  little  sharp  pieces  that  dart  into 
your  skin.  And  then,  the  moment  ends,  and  it’s  over. 

He  moves  his  arm  and  you  sit  up,  looking  at  him  as  you  try  to  brush  the  glass  off  of 
your  body.  He  moves  onto  his  back,  his  hand  covering  the  wound  in  his  stomach. 

“Oh  my  god,”  you  say.  “Why?” 

He  looks  at  you  and  with  a voice  choked  in  pain,  says,  “You... weren’t  supposed  to 
be. ..there.” 

“But  I...” 

“Killed. ..me?  Yeah.” 

You  start  crying  again.  You  don’t  know  what  else  to  do.  A mass  of  debris,  which 
used  to  be  where  you  worked,  stands  in  front  of  you.  A man,  who  you  shot,  lies  beside  you. 
And  he  saved  your  life.  He  protected  you.  You  look  back  at  him  but  he  doesn’t  look  at  you. 

In  fact,  he  doesn’t  move.  He  is  completely  still. 

You  move  onto  your  side  and  lay  down  next  to  him,  staring  into  his  cold,  dead  eyes 
that  you  thought  were  so  kind.  You  just... look  at  them,  trying  to  tune  out  the  blaring  sirens 
that  seem  to  get  louder  and  louder. 
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Une  Femme  Au  Chapeau  A vec  Chien 
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Gray  Scale 

Christopher  Schmitt 


This  afternoon  seems  faint.  Not  much  noise,  not  much  activity.  The  summer  air 
is  thick  without  a cloud  in  the  sky  and  seeming  to  be  full  of  lonely  hostility,  the  weight 
of  the  sun  rests  itself  on  my  shoulders.  But  on  occasion,  a consoling  breeze  wraps  itself 
around  me,  only  for  a brief  moment,  then  would  unravel  and  fade.  With  my  legs 
crossed  and  the  black  book  in  my  lap,  I sit  in  solemn  silence  on  the  end  of  a wood  bench 
and  continue  to  wait  for  the  arriving  train.  After  what  seemed  to  be  a years  worth  of 
savored  seconds,  I lift  the  cigarette  I had  been  holding  in  my  hand  then  place  it  in  my 
mouth.  Giving  a moderately  arrogant  smile,  I light  the  end  and  watch  it  burn  and  hiss 
with  the  fury  of  armageddon.  Then  in  the  distance,  looking  past  the  smoking  ember  and 
through  the  heated,  quivering  light,  a train  approaches.  I inhale  some  smoke  and  let  it 
go- 

-Time  to  see  what  chaos  these  tracks  will  bring. 

The  silver  passenger  cars  pull  up  in  front  of  me  just  as  I uncross  my  legs  and 
remove  a tattered  pencil  from  my  pocket.  I open  the  black  book  to  the  middle,  a page 
marked  with  the  folded  edge  of  one  of  its  neighboring  sheets.  The  upper  right,  noted  in 
black  ink,  scream  the  words  - to  inspire  - from  the  blinding  white  paper.  I think: 

-Here’s  my  chance.  A grocery  store  of  faces  for  me  to  document  or  distort  to 
however  I please. 

So  there  I sit  at  the  edge  of  city  and  suburbia,  waiting  for  each  set  of  eyes  to  tell 
me  their  origins,  destinations,  and  everything  between.  I would  sketch,  I would  write, 
they  would  pose,  they  would  inform.  But  when  the  door  did  open,  there  exited  no  inspi- 
ration, only  solitary,  lifeless  faces  that  indicate  the  continuation  of  an  endless  routine 
which  brought  them  to  their  knees.  I find  suit  after  suit,  briefcase  after  briefcase,  left 
foot,  right  foot,  left  foot,  right... all  going  up  stream.  I wait,  search  and  hope  for  some- 
thing, anything  new,  to  jump  out  at  me  that  was  worth  capturing,  but  it  never  came. 

They  continue  to  walk  while  the  page  stays  empty. 

I breathe  from  the  wrinkled  cigarette- 

The  three  of  us  came  to  mow  my  grandparent’s  lawn  one  afternoon  while  they 
were  out  of  town,  but  it  was  my  brother  who  ended  up  doing  all  the  work.  True  my  dad 
and  I were  technically  relaxing,  but  we  made  sure  to  point  out  the  spots  he  missed  and 
give  him  an  encouraging  wave  as  he  passed  by  with  the  lawnmower.  Needless  to  say,  I 
received  my  fair  share  of  middle  fingers  that  day. 

“Do  you  remember  how  organized  this  garden  used  to  be?” 

I looked  up  from  my  book,  first  at  the  flower  garden  that  was  no  more  than  eight 
feet  in  front  of  me,  and  then  at  my  dad,  who  sat  next  to  me,  casually  sipping  his  glass  of 
ice  tea.  It  was  obvious  that  he  was  trying  to  recall  every  detail  of  what  the  garden  used 
to  look  like,  so  I turned  my  head  to  examine  it  once  more.  He  was  right.  Gradually,  I 
began  to  notice  that  the  small  garden,  which  used  to  be  so  nurtured  and  vibrant,  seemed 
to  recently  have  been  kept  up  only  to  stay  alive.  My  dad  continued: 

“I  never  really  noticed  until  now.  I mean,  before  it  was  almost  like  a finished 
painting,  every  inch  of  space  used,  every  object  in  its  appropriate  place.  There  was  even 
a color  scheme.  It  looked  complete.  But  that  element  of  completion  just  isn’t  there  any- 
more. The  vines  are  what  give  it  away.” 
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At  one  of  the  edges  of  the  garden  stood  a three-foot  trellis  fence.  A few  summers 
ago,  that  very  trellis  was  engulfed  by  the  lurid  green  arms  of  the  vine  in  which  it  was 
built  for.  I remembered  thinking  the  vines  must  have  such  a vast  imagination,  that  they 
dreamed  of  the  sky,  because  every  week  it  would  stretch  its  arms  further  up.  Higher  and 
higher  it  would  push  on  only  to  find  an  end  to  the  trellis,  and  while  the  top  of  the  plant 
cried  ‘no,’  the  bottom  continued  to  drive  upward  from  the  ground  as  though  jealous  of 
the  view.  With  no  place  to  go,  this  hopeful  vine  came  crashing  down  like  a waterfall 
onto  the  rest  of  the  garden.  But  of  more  recent,  the  trellis  stood  on  a tilt,  the  vine  it 
held  became  thinner,  with  only  the  motivation  to  reach  half  way  up  its  ladder.  Years  of 
being  let  down  brought  this  dream  to  an  end. 

“You  know  what  I mean?” 

I nodded. 

“They’re  getting  older,  a little  more  distant,  and  easily  tired.  Keeping  up  with  a 
garden  is  not  something  they  want  to  do  anymore.  It  seems  that  the  garden  has  become 
more  of  a chore  than  a method  of  repose  or  a hobby.  This  deterioration  is  to  lack  of 
inspiration.  No  matter  what  you  do,  routine  is  unavoidable,  then  from  routine  gives  way 
to  boredom.” 

He  stopped  to  digest  and  watch  the  lawn. 

“You  missed  a spot!” 

My  brother  gave  us  the  finger. 

-My  lungs  exhale  the  smoke  as  it  dances  around  my  face. 

I grow  impatient.  Desperate  to  find  some  color  among  the  elegant  shades  of 
gray,  in  a world  where  everything’s  been  seen,  where  everything’s  been  experienced,  and 
we  are  apathetically  bored  as  hell  with  it  all.  My  mind  races  to  try  and  find  a fucking 
point  to  carrying  on  when  all  is  just  an  incessant  variation  of  the  same  theme.  The  pen- 
cil in  my  hand  bends  under  the  strain  of  the  fingers  that  are  strangling  it. 

Just  as  each  sliver  of  wood  is  about  to  surrender  and  crack,  I release  my  grip. 
Everyone  stops  dead,  frozen  in  time,  as  if  paused  by  a TV  remote.  The  crowd  disap- 
pears while  I focus  on  two  people  as  they  walk  down  the  stairs  and  get  off  the  train. 

The  mother  in  a blue  dress  turn  to  her  right  and  walks  down  the  train  station  sidewalk 
with  her  back  to  me.  My  pupils  widen  to  absorb  as  much  as  possible  of  the  infant  child 
she  holds  in  her  arms.  He  looks  directly  at  me  and  smiles,  then  becoming  overcome 
with  nervousness,  boroughs  his  head  under  his  mother’s  chin.  But  little  to  his  knowl- 
edge, I see  him  peeking  back  at  me,  so  I wave.  Not  moving  his  head,  he  lifts  his  hand  a 
waves  back. 

-Apology  accepted,  little  guy. 

In  mid  wave,  the  crowd  returns  to  focus  and  continues  their  scurry  up  and  down 
the  concrete.  The  mother  and  her  child  disappear  among  the  frantic.  Only  a dull  sense 
of  solitude  is  left  in  their  wake. 

I can’t  begin  to  imagine  the  amount  of  activity  that  must  be  found  behind  such 
curious  eyes.  A time  when  every  sense  brings  in  something  completely  new,  something 
never  before  experienced.  The  mind  of  an  infant  that  does  nothing  more  than  listen. 

For  a brief  moment,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  the  bench,  I become  the  child.  PLAY. 
I awake  to  a gentle  melody  that  sings  above  my  crib,  the  first  time  I’ve  ever  heard  music. 
Through  the  bars,  I study  the  sunlight  that  sits  on  the  floor,  then  follow  it  from  the 
ground  up,  noticing  each  spec  of  dust  that  circles  in  the  warm  light,  and  eventually  my 
eyes  are  lured  the  world  outside  my  window.  I A S T F O RYV A R D . I make  my  first 
friend  when  I’m  playing  in  the  yard.  My  friend,  the  caterpillar,  whispers  to  me  that 
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we’re  destined  for  something  big.  His  name  is  William.  FAST_FORWARD.  From  the 
safety  of  my  crib,  I reach  for  the  moon  that  sits  high  outside  my  window,  knowing  that 
someday  I’ll  grab  it.  PAUSE. ..but  it’s  too  far,  now.  STOP. 

I draw  from  the  cigarette  and  realize  how  much  of  a cruel  joke  it  is  that  infant 
memories  are  relatively  impossible  to  recall  later  in  life- 

“Can  you  remember  the  first  time  the  world  slapped  you  in  the  face?” 

Riley,  my  friend  since  the  time  of  recess  and  koodies,  asked  me  that  question 
while  we  sat  on  a park  bench  in  the  middle  of  a field.  It  was  coincidentally  darker  than 
usual  that  night,  so  we  figured  it  was  the  perfect  place  to  knock  down  the  twelve  pack  of 
beer  he  stole  from  a local  gas  station;  welcome  to  the  suburbs,  where  no  one  watches 
because  everyone’s  trusted.  In  the  middle  of  the  park,  sealed  in  an  envelope  of  shad- 
ows, we  sat,  we  drank,  we  talked,  and  Riley  asked  me  that  question. 

“Think  about  it.  And  you  better  be  honest,  Chris.” 

It  didn’t  take  me  long  to  answer. 

“The  first  time  I can  remember  was  about  eleven  years  ago,  I’m  guessing.  So  that 
would  have  made  me  eight  at  the  time.” 

I thought  hard. 

“Sounds  about  right.  Anyway,  there  was  this  girl,  Nicol,  that  I would  hang  with 
who  used  to  live  a few  houses  down  from  mine.  And  one  afternoon,  her  and  I walked  a 
couple  of  blocks  to  the  local  playground.  That  day  was  the  first  time  I had  seen  someone 
who  was  homeless.  All  I remember  is  his  scraggly  white  beard  and  that  battered,  tan 
cowboy  hat,  which  sat  so  deep  on  his  head  that  I used  to  wonder  how  much  it  must  have 
weighed.  His  face... well... thinking  of  it  now,  I guess  it  kind  of  resembled  a dilapidated 
house.” 

“Huh...” 

“It’s  like,  on  the  outside,  the  house  looks  rough  and  depressing,  but  when  you 
really  look  at  it,  when  you  see  what’s  inside,  you  find  nothing.  Vacancy.  This  bitter 
loneliness.  That’s  the  best  I can  describe  it.” 

“Is  that  the  whole  story?” 

“No  there’s  more.” 

“Carry  on,  then.” 

“Well,  after  seeing  him,  Nicol  and  I felt  so  bad  that,  like  every  other  child,  we 
thought... no... we  knew  we  could  fix  it.  So  we  ran  home  and  both  of  us  grabbed  every 
book  we  owned  but  didn’t  read  anymore.  We  met  again  at  the  halfway  point  between 
our  houses  and  put  together  this  hefty  stack  ranging  from  Junior  Sherlock  Holmes  to  The 
Babysitter’s  Club.  Up  and  down  our  block,  stopping  at  every  door,  we  sold  each  fucking 
book.” 

“No  shit.” 

“Yea.  And  we  made  something  like  thirty  bucks  off  those  things.” 

“ Babysitter’s  ClubV ’ 

“Nicol’s.” 

u >> 

“Anyway,  here  we  are,  beaming  young  faces  that  would  make  any  superhero  envi- 
ous. We  were  about  to  save  the  planet,  maybe  even  the  universe,  and  we  were  only  eight. 
Eat  that  Superman.  The  two  of  us  ran  back  to  my  house,  and  speaking  a mile  a minute, 
we  told  my  mom  about  our  homeless  cowboy,  our  indie  fund-raiser,  and  about  how  we 
were  going  to  go  back  to  the  park  to  give  it  all  to  him.  Thirty  dollars  to  get  him  back  on 
his  feet.  Thirty  dollars  to  start  a family  and  get  a job.  Thirty  dollars  to  succeed  in  life 
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and  maybe  win  the  Nobel  Prize.  Who  knows,  but  here’s  the  kicker.  Do  you  know  what 
happened?” 

“If  I already  knew  I would  have  stopped  you  a while  ago.  Plus,  I have  horrible 
memory,  so  if  you  already  told  me,  I probably  forgot.  Fuckin’  alcohol.” 

“After  Nicol  and  I told  her,  she  sat  us  down  and  explained  to  us  how  admirable  of 
a deed  it  was.  She  praised  us  for  the  thought,  for  our  concern.  Then  she  told  us  that  if 
we  were  to  give  him  the  thirty  dollars  to  help  get  out  of  the  hole,  most  likely,  he  would 
only  spend  it  on  something  to  further  deepen  himself.  Though  we  may  have  had  good 
intentions,  it  would  only  make  things  worse.  She  told  us  about  that  hidden  truth  behind 
everything  and  I swear,  Riley,  I almost  drowned  in  hopelessness.  I learned  nothing  in 
this  world  was  that  easy.  Heroism  has  a downfall.  So  we  split  the  money  after  that  but  I 
don’t  have  a clue  what  I spent  it  on.” 

“That’s  a pretty  hard  slap.” 

“The  first  one  always  is.  Superman  was  laughing  at  us  that  day,  I know  it.” 

-With  a shallow  sigh,  I breathe  out  every  molecule  of  smoke,  watching  it  dissipate 
as  my  mind  becomes  too  numb  to  think.  The  brightest  blue  may  have  dominated  most  of 
the  sky  this  afternoon,  but  in  my  head,  there’s  a shit-storm  that  rained  cinderblocks  of 
water  and  ice.  And  it’s  been  raining  ever  since  the  clouds  opened  up.  This  weary  crowd 
of  exiting  passengers  starts  to  lessen,  and  my  leaden  head  falls  to  the  black  book  that 
rests  on  my  lap.  One  vacant  page  that  seems  to  describe  everything.  The  words  in  the 
upper  right  still  read  - to  inspire  - and  I become  significantly  dissatisfied. 

I slam  the  black  book  shut,  balance  the  pencil  on  top  of  my  ear,  and  stand  up. 
Directly  in  front  of  me,  I stare  at  the  doorway  and  realize  it  will  only  be  so  welcoming 
for  a limited  amount  of  time.  I dive  with  each  grain  of  sand  that  falls  down  the  hour- 
glass; these  seconds  are  mine.  The  gears  of  the  train  whine  in  anticipation  for  its  depar- 
ture, but  I know  it  waits  for  me. 

I sustain  the  last  drag  from  the  cigarette  then,  just  before  boarding  the  train,  I let 
go  and  step  on  the  shimmering  ember- 

tCr  LvVxpiA~ey. . . 

A young  boy  sits  on  the  edge  of  his  seat  aboard  a train.  Inside,  there  pres- 
ents a collage  of  different  noises.  He  can  hear  the  dry  shuffle  of  a newspaper,  the  anx- 
ious tapping  of  someone’s  foot,  multiple  whispering  voices  (which  are  only  failed 
attempts  at  keeping  private,  one-on-one  conversations),  and  the  continuous  click  of  the 
individual  keys  on  a laptop.  All  are  outcomes  of  separate  and  unique  actions  that  when 
combined  become  nothing  but  frenzied  sound,  which  can  only  mean  the  presence  of  a 
crowd. 

This  train  is  full  of  noisemakers,  but  the  boy  sits  quietly,  where  in  his  hand  rests  a 
black  book,  and  he  becomes  lost  in  the  green  tint  of  everything  outside  that  passes  by 
without  a single  sound.  His  mind  focuses  on  the  disruption  of  the  peaceful  outside  and, 
at  the  same  time,  all  that’s  chaotic  on  the  inside.  Perceiving  a mile  ahead,  he  imagines  a 
loose  bolt  in  the  track  that,  when  under  the  immense  pressure  of  the  train,  gives  way, 
loosening  the  rail  only  a small  amount,  but  just  enough  to  liberate  this  machine  from  its 
rails. 

The  second  the  trams  are  free  all  noise  becomes  mute.  The  boy  is  the  only  one 
composed  as  he  feels  the  same  way  he  felt  as  a child,  riding  the  shaking  plane  that  was 
outside  the  grocery  store  a few  blocks  from  home.  For  a measly  twenty-five  cents,  the 
timer  would  give  him  a minute  to  fly.  His  hand  grip’s  the  metal  bar  attached  to  the  seat 
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in  front  of  him  and  his  other  still  holds  the  black  book  by  his  side.  The  only  sound  he 
hears  on  this  train  is  his  own  faint  chuckle.  And  while  others  scream  in  silence  and 
clutch  their  loved  ones,  none  of  them  notice  the  young  boy  who  sits  by  himself  and 
smiles.  He  faces  forward,  but  his  eyes  are  closed. 

Everyone  has  been  waiting  for  it  to  happen,  but  none  were  prepared  when  the 
train  tips  on  its  side.  In  a matter  of  seconds,  the  boy  falls  from  his  seat,  and  drops  across 
the  width  of  the  train.  He  crashes  on  the  side  of  the  train  that  grinds  across  the  ground, 
his  body  going  completely  limp  at  the  moment  of  impact. 

The  young  boy  wakes  shortly  after  and  lifts  his  head;  this  train  is  no  longer  silent. 
He  opens  his  eyes,  but  only  manages  to  keep  one  open,  the  other  continuously  irritated 
by  a stream  of  blood  that  starts  from  the  top  of  his  head.  Panning  from  side  to  side,  he 
sees  nameless  broken  bones,  head  wounds,  and  a complete  medical  encyclopedia  of  other 
various  injuries.  Everything  spirals  together,  until  the  young  boy  can  no  longer  tell  the 
difference  between  each  sufferer,  they  all  become  the  same. 

He  soon  takes  notice  that  the  black  book  no  longer  rests  in  his  hand,  and  his 
attention  is  now  drawn  to  finding  it.  In  a panic,  his  eyes  scan  and  his  hands  fumble  were 
they  can  reach.  Everything  starts  to  happen  at  a faster  pace,  and  the  compilation  of  each 
individual  scream  or  cry  builds  in  the  boy’s  head  until  he  can  feel  pressure  from  the  bot- 
tom of  his  stomach.  He  doesn’t  know  whether  he  will,  as  a result,  scream  or  vomit  every 
sound  that  pours  into  him. 

Leaving  behind  the  black  book,  the  young  boy  climbs  towards  the  green  windows, 
which  he  knows,  on  the  other  side  rests  the  open  sky.  The  closer  he  gets,  the  more  deter- 
mined he  becomes  to  leave  everyone  else  behind.  He  props  himself  securely,  and  pushes 
as  hard  as  he  can  on  the  window  without  a single  budge.  Again  the  screams  drown  his 
ears  until  the  boy  can  no  longer  breathe.  He  makes  a fist  and  purges  his  arm  towards  the 
window,  striking  it  in  the  dead  center.  Nothing  happens,  but  the  noise  from  those  below 
continues  to  pull  him  down.  In  a panic,  he  punches  the  window  again,  this  time  making 
a tiny  crack.  The  noise  becomes  thunderous.  He  strikes  the  glass  harder  than  before, 
with  each  attempt,  leaving  behind  a red  smear  that  only  grows  larger.  A choir  of  a thou- 
sand screams  from  below.  Again  he  hits  the  window... again... AgaiN...aGaIN... 

Silence  once  more.  All  of  time  seems  to  stop,  except  for  the  young  boy  and  the 
falling  glass.  Alone,  he  watches  as  each  green  piece  descends  without  a sound.  He  clos- 
es his  eyes  once  again  and  feels  every  individual  shard  breeze  by  his  face.  Like  a com- 
forting wind  when  the  sun  is  heavy,  they  wrap  around  him  and  feel  cool  to  his  skin. 

When  the  clutter  of  falling  glass  ends,  he  opens  the  only  eye  he  can  and,  as  if  on 
impulse,  reaches  up  to  pull  himself  out  of  the  train.  As  his  body  exits,  all  wounds  that 
he  had  inside  the  tram  disappear,  as  if  they  never  happened.  There  is  no  more  blood  in 
his  eye,  and  he’s  seeing  clearer  than  ever. 

After  finally  lifting  his  entire  body  through  the  broken  window,  he  pauses  in  a 
crawling  position  to  gain  his  breath  back.  Soon  he  rests  at  his  knees,  then  finally  stands 
on  his  feet.  Looking  up,  he  sees  nothing  but  endless  blue  sky  and  a distant,  humble  sun. 
Right  then  he  wishes  he  had  his  black  book,  but  he  knows  he  doesn’t  need  it.  A day  like 
this  would  never  be  forgotten.  He  notices,  not  long  after  he  pulled  himself  out,  the  oth- 
ers from  below  as  they  follow  through  the  same  broken  window,  their  wounds  healing  the 
moment  they  reach  the  fresh  air.  They  stand  with  the  young  boy,  quietly,  but  together, 
and  watch  the  sky.  They  wait... 

-I  exhale  deep  then  close  my  black  book  just  after  finishing  the  last  sentence. 
Propping  the  dilapidated  pencil  back  on  my  ear,  I stand  from  my  seat.  This  is  my  stop. 
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Condensation 

by  Cady  Micko 


We  ran,  fingers  hooked  in  gentle  desperation,  wild  and  unafraid 
through  the  dark  forest  that  night.  The  trees  were  whispering  above  our 
heads,  whispering  encouragement  and  confusion  and  awe  behind  out- 
stretched branches  and  emerald  green  leaves.  The  night  clung  tightly  to 
our  collective  skin  and  we  ran  to  clear  our  bandaged  heads,  ran  to  relieve 
our  damaged  hearts. 

We  ran  to  get  away  from  ourselves. 

Fireflies  collected  like  six-legged  stars  in  the  clearing  where  we  col- 
lapsed, shaking  and  panting  and  wet  with  shattered  inhibitions  and  disre- 
garded frustrations.  There  was  too  much  to  say  in  those  days  and  so  we 
said  nothing;  our  ragged  breathing  did  the  talking  for  us.  I reached 
across  the  uncut  grass  and  touched  his  hand  with  the  tips  of  my  fingers, 
traced  the  lines  of  his  palm  and  the  purple-blue  vein  that  extended  from 
his  bony  wrist  up  the  milky  white  skin  of  his  arm  and  disappeared  some- 
where behind  the  crease  of  his  elbow. 

It  was  years  too  early  and  decades  late,  but  I kissed  his  forehead  with 
moistened  lips  anyway  and  his  eyes  were  closed, 
and  his  eyes  were  closed, 
and... 

Millions  of  gasping  breaths  later  and  he  looked  at  me  calmly  and  told 
me  I was  nothing.  Told  me  I was  kissing  fantasies  and  I was  nothing, 
nothing  to  his  pompous  beauty  and  glittering  perfection  and  monumental 
everything.  He  walked  away,  shivering  invisibility  and  solid,  stoic  power, 
left  me  melted  wax  and  condensation  pooling  on  the  floor. 
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How  to  Go  Back  in  Time 

By  Sarah  Daneine 


Close  your  eyes  and  imagine 
that 

you  could  give  back  your  first  kiss 
or  unspeak  the  words  snarled  in  fury 
so  that  the  regret  would  go  away 
Rip  out  pages  or  old  journals 
and  burn  pictures 
whose  color  was  emotion. 

Sell  back  memories  of 
love  and  hate 
to  make  the  hands  of  time 
turn  back 

and  see  the  sun  rise  in  the  west. 


Cornerstone  of  Life 

by  Sara  Berg 


The  smell  of  dust  fills  the 
Water  deprived  air 
As  the  sun  beats  down 
On  sweat  soaked  bodies 
Walking  the  grounds  of  this  place 

Faces  stretch  for  miles  upon  miles 
Each  one  as  unique  as  the  last 
This  is  solitude 
This  is  what  life  is  about 

United,  here  at  last 

Our  hearts  and  souls  brought  together 

Unified  as  one 

There's  a beat  to  it  all 
A chorus  to  our  life 
A verse  for  our  emotion 
The  song  says  it  all 
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Escape  to  the  Next  World 

By  David  Mayhew 
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